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I  Wish  to  Dedicate  This  Book 
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Foreword 


HE  author  of  this  book  is  the  wife  of  the  late  Bishop 


M.  T.  Maze,  well-known  throughout  the  Evangelical 
Church.  For  many  years  Mrs.  Maze  felt  constrained  to 
crystallize  in  book  form  her  experience  as  a  fanner’s 
daughter,  a  minister’s  wife,  and  later  as  the  wife  of  a  bishop. 

Her  early  days  were  spent  in  Indiana.  Later  the  family 
moved  to  Nebraska  to  enjoy  or  endure  pioneer  life  at  the 
time  this  great  territory  was  opened  to  white  settlers.  Liv¬ 
ing  in  sod  houses,  attending  Sunday  school  in  similar  build¬ 
ings,  helping  one  another  in  times  of  crises  gives  a  real 
picture  of  life  in  the  early  golden  west.  Camp  meetings  and 
other  gatherings  brought  the  settlers  very  close  together.  The 
hardships  of  the  early  ministers  of  the  Evangelical  Church 
on  their  large  circuits  are  vividly  described. 

The  conversion  of  herself  and  her  distinguished  husband 
at  one  such  meeting  reminds  many  people  of  similar  expe¬ 
riences  in  other  parts  of  the  northern  states.  Her  activities 
in  Nebraska  as  a  preacher’s  wife  are  so  truly  described  that 
our  younger  generation  ought  to  greatly  benefit  from  read¬ 
ing  the  book.  Too  often  the  hardships  of  those  pioneer  days 
are  forgotten  by  young  people  of  this  generation.  At  present 
there  is  scarcely  a  mission  field  in  the  United  States  or  Can¬ 
ada  that  can  compare  with  the  primitive  condition  under 
which  our  first  missionaries  were  obliged  to  labor  on  some 
of  these  extended  prairie  states.  Scarcely  passable  roads, 
great  distances  to  be  traveled,  small  congregations  to  greet 
the  preacher,  and  primitive  lodging  places  were  the  order  of 
the  day.  The  work  called  for  heroic  souls  and  for  men  and 
women  of  faith. 

Mrs.  Maze  did  considerable  traveling  throughout  the 
United  States  and  in  foreign  countries.  She  and  Bishop 
Maze  celebrated  their  Golden  Wedding  anniversary  in  Ber¬ 
lin,  Germany,  and  at  that  time  traveled  to  many  countries  in 
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LOOKING  BACKWARD 


Europe.  Her  book  comes  out  of  rich  experiences  and  actual 
observations,  and  we  bespeak  for  it  a  wide  circulation  and 
recommend  it  as  profitable  reading  to  all. 


S.  J.  UmbrEit. 
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Introduction 


THIS  book  is  written  not  only  to  entertain,  but 
to  give  a  glimpse  of  pioneer  life.  I  trust  that 
you  who  wish  to  look  backward  into  pioneer  homes 
will  derive  something  beneficial  from  this  bit  of 
real  life  which  I  am  passing  on  to  you. 
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Genealogy  of  Katie  Goar 


HERE  is  an  old  castle  along  the  Rhine  in  Germany, 


A  built  in  the  thirteenth  century,  called  St.  Goar.  The 
Goars  migrated  from  Scotland  to  Germany,  and  from  Ger¬ 
many  to  Great  Britain.  There,  they  anglicised  the  name  to 
Gore.  After  having  lived  in  England  for  more  than  one 
hundred  years,  they  migrated  to  America.  My  great-grand¬ 
father,  Henry  Gore,  was  a  soldier  of  the  Revolution,  a 
hunter,  and  an  Indian  fighter.  Many  were  his  hairbreadth 
escapes  from  the  tom-a-hawks  and  scalping  knives.  His 
home  was  near  New  River,  West  Virginia. 

Captain  Robert  Gore  was  a  brave  Confederate  soldier  and 
fought  in  the  Civil  War  at  Gettysburg,  Pennsylvania.  My 
grandfather’s  name  was  James  Gore.  Later  in  life,  my 
father’s  oldest  brother,  Joseph,  changed  the  name  from  Gore 
back  to  Goar.  He  was  Judge  Joseph  Goar. 

In  1838,  my  father,  with  his  parents,  migrated  from  Vir¬ 
ginia  to  Henry  County,  Indiana.  There  he  grew  to  man¬ 
hood.  There  he  met  my  mother,  Martha  Ellen  Smith,  whose 
grandfather,  Robert  Smith,  came  to  America  from  the  north 
of  Ireland  about  the  year  1735.  His  ancestors  were  Scotch 
Presbyterian,  and  took  an  active  part  in  the  struggle  for 
religious  freedom  with  John  Knox,  tie  married  a  grand¬ 
niece  of  General  Sam  Houston.  They  moved  to  Lewis 
County,  Kentucky,  where  they  lived  until  1820,  when  the 
family  scattered,  to  Indiana,  Illinois,  Oregon  and  Ohio. 
Robert  Smith  married  Elizabeth  Maple  and  migrated  from 
Kentucky  to  Dublin,  Indiana,  in  1830,  where  they  took  up 
a  government  claim  of  eighty  acres.  Martha  Ellen  Smith 
was  their  eldest  daughter. 

Many  tales  have  been  told  of  pioneer  days,  of  blazing  a 
trail  in  the  wilderness,  hunting  wild  animals,  of  devastations 
by  fire  or  drought,  fights  with  Indians,  cowboy  feuds,  in¬ 
terspersed  with  the  crude  amusements  within  the  pioneer’s 
limited  outreach. 
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LOOKING  BACKWARD 


I  shall  live  those  clays  over  in  my  thoughts,  as  I  relate 
some  of  the  many  incidents  of  these  pioneer  times. 

Our  Political  Background 

My  father  was  a  Republican  until  peace  was  established 
after  the  Civil  War.  When  the  administration  retired  the 
greenback  currency,  that  bore  no  interest  and  saw  the  effects 
of  the  panic  it  produced  with  the  sacrifice  the  people  had  to 
make,  he  severed  his  allegiance  to  party  and  ever  after,  as 
long  as  he  lived,  he  tried  to  vote  for  his  principles  as  he  could 
see  them.  He  was  a  state  delegate  to  the  Chicago  convention 
that  nominated  Peter  Cooper  for  President.  Three  of  my 
brothers  held  honorable  positions.  My  brother,  I.  N.  Goar, 
was  elected  to  the  House  of  Representatives  on  the  Populist 
ticket,  in  1895-1896.  Honorable  W.  J.  Bryan  was  in  the 
Congress  of  the  U.  S.  A.  at  the  time  and  lived  in  Lincoln, 
Nebraska.  He  was  elected  as  temporary  chairman  of  the 
convention  and  adopted  a  platform  indorsing  the  free  coin¬ 
age  of  silver  at  the  ratio  of  16  to  1.  At  this  time,  my  hus¬ 
band,  M.  T.  Maze,  was  a  staunch  Republican  and  was  de¬ 
feated  for  Representative  by  my  brother  I.  N.  Goar.  Mr. 
Maze  was  later  appointed  chaplain  of  the  house.  Politics  ran 
high  at  this  time — 1894.  I  did  not  have  the  right  of  fran¬ 
chise,  but  loved  both  of  these  candidates  so  I  kept  W.  J. 
Bryan  and  John  M.  Thurston’s  pictures  in  my  windows, 
while  W.  J.  Bryan  ran  for  President  several  times  on  the 
Democratic  ticket.  If  he  had  received  the  support  of  his 
party,  as  I  recall,  I  should  have  voted  for  him.  I  read  the 
newspapers  closely  and  was  anxious  that  he  might  be  nom¬ 
inated  and  elected  as  our  President. 

Another  brother,  Matthew  A.  Goar,  who  lived  at  Ken¬ 
nedy,  Minnesota,  was  elected  to  the  legislature  as  a  Demo¬ 
crat  from  Kitson  County  in  1896.  Doctor  C.  S.  Goar,  of 
Indianapolis,  Indiana,  was  elected  joint  senator  for  Tipton 
and  Hamilton  Counties.  He  was  chairman  of  public  health 
for  the  sessions  of  1896-1899,  in  which  the  medical  regis- 
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tration  was  enacted.  He  has  practiced  medicine  in  Indian¬ 
apolis  ever  since.  He  is  a  member  of  the  State  and  National 
Medical  Association  and  a  thirty-second  degree  Mason. 
You  will  find  his  name  on  a  bronze  tablet  in  the  Scottish 
Rite  Cathedral.  He  was  admitted  into  the  Society  of  Indiana 
Pioneers. 
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CHAPTER  I 


HEN  Henry  Goar,  a  young  West  Virginian  who  had 


▼  V  settled  in  Henry  County,  Indiana,  approached  Robert 
Smith  to  ask  for  his  daughter’s  hand  in  marriage,  he  re¬ 
ceived  a  cold  reception.  Martha  was  but  fifteen  years  of  age, 
and  her  father  thought  her  too  young.  Henry  Goar  was  a 
comparative  stranger  in  the  community;  he  was  poor,  and 
not  a  member  of  any  church,  while  the  Smiths  were  strict 
Presbyterians.  They  were  advised  to  wait,  but  the  opposi¬ 
tion  they  encountered  seemed  to  intensify,  rather  than  dimin¬ 
ish,  their  determination  to  wed,  and  they  decided  to  elope. 

One  Sunday  evening  after  the  family  had  retired,  the 
fifteen-year-old  Martha  gave  the  dog  a  loving  pat,  tossed  a 
bundle  of  clothing  out  of  a  window,  jumped  after  it  and 
hurried  to  the  crossroad,  where  her  sweetheart  was  waiting 
with  horses.  Pie  embraced  her  and  cried,  “You  are  mine.” 
They  hurried  to  Eaton,  Ohio,  and  applied  for  a  marriage 
license,  but  it  was  refused  because  of  the  bride’s  evident 
youth.  In  the  meantime,  Martha’s  parents  had  discovered 
her  absence  and  sent  her  brother  in  pursuit,  with  instructions 
for  them  to  return  home. 

They  went,  instead,  to  the  home  of  a  close  friend,  Thomas 
Paul.  There  they  were  married,  Martha’s  brother  acting  as 
a  witness  to  her  father’s  consent.  The  old  adage  about 
marrying  in  haste  and  repenting  at  leisure  did  not  apply  to 
them,  because  they  lived  together  in  happiness  for  sixty-one 
years.  When  they  celebrated  their  Golden  Wedding,  those 
cousins — Elizabeth  and  Thomas  Paul,  who  had  befriended 
them,  were  present  at  the  celebration.  Oh,  what  a  sensation 
it  gave  all  the  children  who  were  present  to  hear  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Paul  relate  the  thrilling  story ! 

It  is  said  that  marriages  are  made  in  heaven;  others  claim 
that  marriage  is  a  lottery,  but  I  think  it  is  a  matter  of 
destiny.  The  sterling  qualities  of  Martha’s  husband  soon 
convinced  her  family  that  she  had  made  a  wise  choice.  Pie 
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was  a  fine  character;  honest,  upright,  temperate  and  just,  a 
loving  and  faithful  husband,  a  kind  father  and  a  good  son- 
in-law.  He  became  one  of  the  best  loved  and  most  highly 
esteemed  citizen  of  Tipton  County.  “One  of  those  jovial 
spirits,  full  of  sunshine  and  good  cheer,  with  a  warm  grasp 
of  the  hand  for  all,”  said  one  who  knew  him  well. 

Henry  and  Martha  rode  horses  when  they  came  to  Tipton 
County  to  their  new  home  in  1849,  after  there  marriage  in 
eastern  Indiana.  The  first  train  Martha  ever  saw,  was  the 
one  that  passed  through  Jackson  Station  on  the  Indianapolis, 
Peru  and  Chicago  Railroad. 

The  young  Henry,  who  was  later  to  become  my  father, 
was  never  idle,  and  his  homestead  soon  showed  the  evidence 
of  his  industry.  When  his  cabin  was  finished,  he  cleared 
an  acre  or  more  around  it  for  the  planting  of  corn,  guiding 
the  plow  with  great  difficulty  between  unsightly  stumps. 
From  the  time  the  corn  was  planted  until  it  reached  matur¬ 
ity,  there  was  a  pitched  battle  between  my  mother  and  the 
blackbirds,  which  infested  the  region,  to  see  which  would 
reap  the  harvest. 

The  problem  of  drainage  in  that  district  was  a  serious 
one,  and  my  father  had  a  hard  time  trying  to  convince  other 
homesteaders  of  its  advantages.  He  tried  many  ways  to 
drain  the  land.  Ditches  had  to  be  dug  from  ten  to  twenty  . 
rods  apart.  Rails  were  placed  along  one  side  of  these  ditches. 
Split  slabs  of  timber  were  placed  crosswise  on  the  rails,  so 
that  the  slabs  lay  slanting,  one  end  resting  on  the  rail,  the 
other  on  the  opposite  side.  It  was  necessary  for  a  canal  to 
be  dug  to  carry  off  the  surplus  rainfall.  They  dug  a  large 
canal  about  sixteen  feet  in  width,  tapering  off  to  about  eight 
feet.  This  was  Turkey  Creek  which  went  through  the  farm. 

It  carried  the  water  to  the  White  River,  which  flows  into  the 
Mississippi,  and  from  there  into  the  great  Atlantic. 

While  engaged  in  the  Herculean  task  of  making  a  home 
in  the  wilderness,  fourteen  children  were  born  to  my  mother 
and  father.  Four  sons  died  in  very  early  childhood.  Bear- 
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ing  and  rearing  children  in  those  days  was  a  hazardous  un¬ 
dertaking,  and  the  infant  death  rate  was  very  high.  I  was 
the  ninth  child  in  this  family,  and  was  born  in  1861. 

Our  house  was  surrounded  by  a  dense  forest  containing 
huge  oak,  poplar,  sycamore,  elm,  beech,  mulberry,  and  dif¬ 
ferent  nut  trees.  We  gathered  walnuts,  chinquapin,  hazel¬ 
nuts,  and  hickory  nuts.  Oh,  those  giant  trees  with  their 
wide-spreading  branches!  Many  of  their  lowest  limbs  were 
one  hundred  feet  from  the  ground.  The  sycamore  trees  were 
from  two  to  five  feet  in  diameter,  and  the  lower  trunk  was 
more  often  hollow.  The  Indians  used  them  for  canoes,  while 
the  farmers  used  them  for  watering  troughs  for  their  stock. 
Wild  fruit  grew  in  abundance — blackberries,  raspberries  and 
strawberries. 

The  cabin  was  made  of  round  logs,  with  clapboard  as  a 
covering  for  the  roof.  My  dear  mother  made  the  door, 
which  resembled  a  comforter.  This  hung  from  the  top  of 
the  door  frame  to  the  floor.  This  improvised  door  and  a 
low  brush  fire,  which  my  mother  kept  burning  outside  at 
night,  were  all  that  stood  between  them  and  the  wild  animals 
that  prowled  through  the  woods  under  cover  of  darkness. 
Mother  was  left  for  hours  alone  with  us  children  at  night, 
while  father  hunted  and  trapped  wild  game  for  their  pelts, 
which  he  would  take  to  White  River  or  “Cicero  Creek”  to 
trade  for  coffee  and  other  provisions. 

My  earliest  school  training  was  in  my  paternal  home.  In 
the  evening,  father  drew  out  a  little  square  stand.  We  would 
gather  around  the  kerosene  lamp  with  our  respective  school 
books,  while  Mother  sat  in  her  accustomed  place  and  busied 
herself  with  the  never-ending  task  of  knitting  stockings  for 
the  children.  When  Father  was  tired  of  reading  the  paper, 
he  would  hand  it  to  the  child  who  had  finished  his  lessons 
first.  This  was  a  great  honor.  The  lucky  one  would  read 
aloud  to  the  family  from  the  Cincinnati  Inquirer ,  the  In¬ 
dianapolis  Journal ,  and  the  Neiv  York  Tribune.  In  that 
way  we  kept  in  touch  with  the  current  events. 


atfAV/XDAfl  3Wl3iOOJ 

-m/  ariobissed  c  «*;w  ayid>  t>«orf;  tii  jioiini.u  ^nncrr  •"t 
2tiW  (p  ytjv  ,BW  uiC'i  riu‘4)  incl n;  aril  >nr.  ,3™  fitysb 

.to?  t  '.  i  .;x!  t  ••  *  ..  :r,  ,vft'ii  .:  <i.il  f  :  ’<■  >  ■'*•'«  ••'* 

ini,  u;i*K  )  i  -nol  *  l>  ^  r*  Mtmarm  w  tuO 

’  i-i,  .  /  .■>{  : i j  ,ml  ,7  h  ■  3V  ■'i‘v  ‘:v 

-bifid  .n;  pupfiirb  *Uu:!w  aV,  .n  '  iki  ' 

7isrft  itii'-'f  w it  tm:-:1  idt  triO  Ira  T*o*>ni  J,M  »  ’T 

.,r.  ■„ ,  ■  ,  .  ,,  ‘  brttn  t  ■  -  <  tno  !  •-  >*"■  - 

ti4,w  /tni)  i  t*>*  -1  .  ii  bug  ,iai:mtdi>  ni  *>t  r/ii  o*  owl  r  oi? 

*iv  kIwsi  * 

•jo  ,t  ,t  Milt  ffvvrr  yn,  ai.i’I'  1^  «••<»  Wi 

’  f  Ail  O  b  »v  iv'’ iqrni  «hlT  *  ;!i  3  !l  «  J  n»r.i*  K>t  >  flit 
u  j,  ,|  Cv  •  f  T  fto  <1.:  >  tv-  ,  .1  -ijfet 

./  ltl  •  o,tt  ;  m  -.1  ./■/••' ' 5i  CO  h;ni  k  ’>  »v 

(t  :ri  i  j:i>  -  »’  $  '  HI*  01  J  0  r-h  t 

if  'ii  il]  u.t  '•  ”i  .  I.  « nr  >-•■  *•  ^  '■  ’*1  '.1 

Ol  M'/y  >  <  rr  i  •  r,  rr  1  ,JirfV/  o-  9>iU  b  jow  ..Mi  r' 

,r  ri  .  ..  q  ,  -  ■  •  ~  51 

blar.^  s’//  ,  m  >v  ■••  Ini'  e  t  of  wr'ib  siii  ^v-’  rf 

Ik  ba  >v'ttDTKt  n  ioo  Hilw  of  !• '  >i-  /  'is-'  bmi  >»*  n  <c,: 

!  5jfi|q  liunlaum...  .  i  ni  •  ’  >di  i.i  »lixlw  -  ■’  •*  d 

a  f:t>bo  r,  •■••>  d;  *ti  .n»-r.-  ait  aiii  rliiw  >  aaii 

;  <  :*  ■  ij*  ■y."  :0  "  >1iJ  '•  '  1  .  ..H  ft-’tl  t  V  •'  -<•*> 

in.iU-l  rn  bed  od  b'i.b  ?«§•  o:  ^  Wnow  mI 

'luow  •>  «0  y.  i  1  .K  -  '  i  "  .-i  •’  **  fl 

-  \  M.ij  rvVw  ,a\  i\u'  h  m  il  \iiiufil  '»  )  <  L  r';'* 

i  OV5  )n  ntl»  adi  flliw  ni  Jn  j  ,  ivy  yi.  , 


LOOKING  BACKWARD 


17 


When  I  was  about  six  years  old,  I  attended  the  Goar 
School,  which  my  father  helped  to  establish.  It  was  a  large 
building,  and  many  children  came  from  over  the  country. 
Later  a  partition  was  built,  and  it  was  necessary  to  have 
two  teachers.  We  had  from  a  four-  to  six-month  session 
during  the  winter.  In  the  summer,  we  had  what  was  called 
a  subscription  school.  Most  of  the  pupils  attending  this  ses¬ 
sion  were  smaller  children,  because  the  older  children  had  to 
help  with  the  farm  work.  Usually,  some  older  neighborhood 
girl  would  come  around  to  the  different  families  and  ask 
them  to  send  their  young  children  to  her  subscription  school. 
My  younger  sister  and  I  attended  this  school  when  I  was 
about  eight  years  of  age. 

When  I  was  nine  years  old,  I  had  the  complete  care  of  my 
brother,  John,  who  was  twenty-two  years  of  age.  He  was 
very  ill  with  tuberculosis.  I  remember  distinctly  one  evening 
when  the  Methodist  minister,  who  was  moving  to  his  new 
charge  at  Hopewell,  stopped  at  our  house  for  a  night’s  lodg¬ 
ing.  (My  father  never  turned  anyone  away.)  Before  we 
retired  for  the  evening,  we  were  all  seated  around  the  open 
fireplace.  Father  handed  Rev.  Curry'  the  Bible  to  have  the 
Word  read.  How  he  prayed  for  us  all,  and  especially  for  my 
dear  sick  brother!  That  prayer  took  hold  of  my  young  heart 
in  such  a  way  that  I  have  never  forgotten.  As  God  takes 
note  of  the  sparrow,  so  was  He  preparing  me  for  my  future 
work  as  a  minister’s  wife.  We  must  pray  for  the  sick  and 
trust  God  to  heal  them.  Our  Saviour  prayed  for  the  sick  and 
healed  many  (James  5  :  13,  14)  ;  also  opened  the  eyes  of  the 
blind  (John  9:  1-7).  Jesus  has  asked  us  to  come  to  Him 
and  the  prayer  of  faith  availeth  much. 

Previously,  this  brother  had  given  his  heart  to  God  at  a 
Methodist  revival  held  in  the  Goar  Schoolhouse.  This 
brother  lingered  on,  and  was  up  and  able  to  work  a  little. 
Father  gave  him  about  two  acres  of  ground  to  clear  of  its 
deadened  timber  and  brush.  My  younger  sister  and  I  helped 
him  clear  the  ground  and  burn  the  brush.  It  was  not  long 
before  it  was  ready  for  the  plow.  He  had  it  put  into  corn, 
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and  when  it  came  up,  the  blackbirds  devoured  it.  Poor 
brother  was  almost  brokenhearted.  Father  told  him  not  to 
grieve,  because  they  could  sow  it  to  buckwheat  and  they 
could  still  have  a  crop.  In  1870,  he  became  so  discouraged 
that  he  decided  to  pay  a  visit  to  our  grandparents  in  Henry 
County.  He  begged  my  parents  to  let  me  go  along  with  him, 
as  he  was  in  such  a  weak  condition.  We  spent  the  Fourth  of 
July  at  Louisville,  Ind.,  and  I  recall  what  a  pleasant  time  we 
had.  Little  did  I  think  that  my  dear  brother  would  be  called 
to  his  Heavenly  home  in  less  than  two  weeks.  From  Grand¬ 
father’s,  we  visited  my  uncle  and  aunt  near  Cambridge  City, 
Indiana.  While  there,  I  had  the  whooping  cough.  John  had 
a  premonition  that  he  was  not  to  be  with  us  much  longer,  so 
he  wrote  a  letter  to  my  parents,  asking  them  to  release  me  to 
my  grandparents  so  that  I  might  be  educated.  He  knew  with 
the  large  family  that  Father  had,  that  there  was  very  little  in 
the  future  for  me  in  the  way  of  an  education.  John  was  a 
bright  young  man  who  had  acquired  a  common  school  educa¬ 
tion,  after  which  he  taught  in  the  public  schools  of  our 
county.  In  the  meantime,  he  contracted  the  measles,  and 
started  work  too  soon  after,  which  put  him  in  such  poor 
health  that  he  became  a  victim  of  tuberculosis.  He  wanted 
me  to  have  the  advantage  of  an  education.  The  reply  came 
a  day  before  his  death,  saying  that  while  they  had  a  large 
family,  they  couldn’t  spare  Katie. 

I  had  great  hopes  even  as  a  child  that  this  desire  for  an 
education  might  be  carried  out,  but  my  life  was  that  of  a 
pioneer  wife  in  the  West.  And  so  these  aspirations  were 
never  realized.  What  I  am  today  is  largely  through  observa¬ 
tion  and  grasping  opportunity  at  every  angle  to  improve  my¬ 
self.  I  have  given  my  daughter  the  opportunity  of  a  good 
education  that  was  denied  me.  I  have  tried  to  make  her  see, 
that  it  is  her  place  to  help  make  the  world  a  better  place  in 
which  to  live,  and  that  she  should  impress  that  thought  upon 
her  children’s  minds  likewise.  It  is  only  in  this  generation 
that  education  is  being  stressed,  this  makes  me  realize  more 
fully  what  I  missed  as  a  young  girl. 
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CHAPTER  II 


NOW,  skipping  over  a  period  of  time,  we  come  into  the 
Civil  War.  My  father  was  in  favor  of  freeing  the 
slaves,  but  since  was  disabled  with  hernia,  so  he  could  not 
go  to  war.  One  of  our  rebel  neighbors  had  his  man  picked 
out  to  kill.  Everybody  had  to  be  on  the  watch.  A  few  wise 
men  like  my  father  kept  all  political  strife  down.  These  were 
some  of  the  effects  of  the  Civil  War. 

The  community,  as  long  as  I  can  remember,  looked  up  to 
my  father  as  “Uncle  Henry”  for  his  fatherly  advice  in  good 
citizenship  and  the  betterment  of  the  country.  He  stood  for 
the  best  in  morals,  education,  temperance,  and  good  govern¬ 
ment.  It  has  always  seemed  to  me  that  the  following  poem 
expresses  so  well  my  father’s  creed  in  life : 

“The  House  by  the  Side  ob  the  Road” 

There  are  hermit  souls  that  live  withdrawn 
In  the  place  of  their  self-content* 

There  are  souls  like  stars,  that  dwell  apart, 

In  a  fellowless  firmament; 

There  are  pioneer  souls  that  blaze  their  paths 
Where  highways  never  ran — 

But  let  me  live  by  the  side  of  the  road 
And  be  a  friend  to  man. 

Let  me  live  in  a  house  by  the  side  of  the  road 
Where  the  race  of  men  go  by — 

The  men  who  are  good  and  the  men  who  are  bad, 

As  good  and  as  bad  as  I. 

I  would  not  sit  in  the  scorner’s  seat 
Or  hurl  the  cynic’s  ban — 

Let  me  live  in  a  house  by  the  side  of  the  road 
And  be  a  friend  to  man. 
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I  see  from  my  house  by  the  side  of  the  road, 

By  the  side  of  the  highway  of  Life, 

The  men  who  press  with  the  ardor  of  hope, 

The  men  who  are  faint  with  the  strife 
But  I  turn  not  away  from  their  smiles  nor  their  tears, 

Both  parts  of  an  infinite  plan — 

Let  me  live  in  a  house  by  the  side  of  the  road 
And  be  a  friend  to  man. 

I  know  there  are  brook-gladdened  meadows  ahead, 

And  mountains  of  wearisome  height; 

That  the  roatl  passes  on  through  the  long  afternoon 
And  stretches  away  to  the  night. 

And  still  I  rejoice  when  the  travelers  rejoice 
And  weep  with  the  strangers  that  moan, 

Nor  live  in  my  house  by  the  side  of  the  road 
Like  the  man  who  dwells  alone. 

Let  me  live  in  my  house  by  the  side  of  the  road, 

Where  the  race  of  men  go  by — 

They  are  good,  they  are  bad,  they  are  weak,  they  are  strong, 
Wise,  foolish — so  am  I. 

Then  why  should  I  sit  in  the  scorner’s  seat, 

Or  hurl  the  cynic’s  ban? 

Let  me  live  in  my  house  by  the  side  of  the  road 
And  be  a  friend  to  man. 

— Sam  Walter  Foss. 

While  he  was  trustee  of  our  public  school,  the  oldest  son 
of  one  of  our  neighbors  wore  a  butternut  on  the  lapel  of  his 
coat  to  school.  This  was  to  show  which  side  he  favored  in 
the  Civil  War.  This  brought  great  agitation  among  the  older 
ones  at  school.  Father,  being  a  trustee,  had  to  demand  him 
to  take  it  off  or  leave  the  school.  He  obeyed  the  laws  of  the 
school. 

The  woods  were  a  dense  forest,  so  when  Father  and 
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Uncle  Henry  Goar  Homestead 


In  its  day  the  old  home  on  Uncle  Henry  Goar  farm  in  Tipton 
County,  Indiana,  was  considered  modern  and  among  the  best  in  the 
county.  This  a’as  about  60  years  ago  when  the  log  cabin  was  still 
the  common  type  of  home.  Compared  to  the  log  cabin,  the  house  was 
as  far  in  advance  of  the  time  as  the  newer  on  the  farm  with  all  its 
electric  conveniences  is  ahead  of  the  average  present-day  house.  It 
had  four  rooms  conveniently  arranged  with  all  interior  woodwork  of 
walnut.  The  fireplace  probably  added  much  comfort  to  the  home  dur¬ 
ing  the  Civil  War  days.  For  many  years  it  stood  as  the  center  of 
activity  on  the  farm  owned  by  Uncle  Ilenry  Goar,  who  secured  it  as  a 
direct  grant  from  the  government. 

Any  business  farmer  must  necessarily  make  frequent  trips  to  town 
so  that  the  auto  becomes  an  important  time-saver  about  the  farm. 
Years  ago,  Uncle  Henry  made  the  trip  with  the  oxen  and  it  took  him 
almost  an  entire  day.  What  a  contrast  to  the  present-day  mode  of 
travel l 

Uncle  Henry  Goar  farm  is  not  as  small  as  its  name  implies.  Over 
150  acres  of  fertile  Tipton  County  land  comes  within  its  line  fences 
so  that  it,  in  reality,  is  an  average  sized  farm  that  the  owner  operates 
largely  by  his  own  labor  with  the  assistance  of  farm  mchinery.  We 
need  more  of  such  farms  in  our  Hoosier  State. 
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Mother  went  to  visit  Mr.  Milton  Mozingo,  one  of  Father’s 
nearest  neighbors,  they  had  to  ride  on  horses  and  carry  an 
ax  to  blaze  a  trail  through  the  forest,  by  cutting  the  brush 
and  chipping  bark  off  of  the  trees. 

Little  did  I  think,  as  a  child,  I  would  ever  live  to  see  war, 
but  I  have  passed  through  our  great  World  War  I  of  1914- 
1918.  What  did  we  accomplish?  Strife  and  bloodshed,  dis¬ 
qualifying  thousands  of  our  best  manhood  for  life. 

I  have  been  privileged  to  visit  some  of  our  great  national 
sanitariums  and  hospitals  and  see  the  after  effects  of  war. 
We  turn  away  and  say,  “War  is  worse  than  Hell  itself.” 
Oh,  the  suffering  of  those  poor  boys  and  the  broken  bodies 
and  homes.  Nothing,  but  eternity  will  tell.  It  will  be  twenty- 
two  years  since  the  armistice  was  signed,  and  here  is  Europe 
again  in  a  war  in  which  we  too  are  involved.  It  behooves  us 
to  follow  the  Prince  of  Peace  and  let  our  lights  so  shine  that 
others  may  see  that  we  have  been  led  by  the  true  light,  that 
shall  light  every  corner  of  the  earth.  Then  our  Saviour 
will  come,  and  there  will  be  no  more  war,  but  peace  on  earth, 
which  is  the  fulfillment  of  God’s  holy  Word.  “And  he  shall 
judge  among  the  nations  and  shall  rebuke  many  people  and 
they  shall  beat  their  swords  into  plowshares,  and  their  spears 
into  pruninghooks :  nation  shall  not  lift  up  sword  against 
nation,  neither  shall  they  learn  war  any  more.”  Isa.  2 :  4. 
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CHAPTER  III 


WHEN  father  had  concluded  that  the  family  had  out¬ 
grown  the  log  cabin,  he  set  to  work  to  build  a  new 
home.  The  heavy  timber  was  sawed  at  the  saw  mill  and  the 
lath  and  clapboard  were  cut  out  by  hand.  This  was  about 
ninety  years  ago,  when  the  log  house  was  the  common  type 
of  home.  It  was  a  very  modern  home  and  among  the  best 
in  the  country,  it  was  far  in  advance  of  the  time.  It  had  four 
rooms  downstairs,  conveniently  arranged,  with  all  interior 
woodwork  made  of  walnut.  There  were  two  bedrooms  up¬ 
stairs.  The  fireplace  added  much  comfort  to  the  home  circle 
during  my  girlhood  days.  Many  times  we  would  gather 
around  the  open  fire,  and  roast  apples  and  pop  popcorn. 

For  many  years,  this  house  stood  as  the  center  of  activity 
on  the  farm.  Only  a  few  years  ago  it  was  torn  down  to  be 
replaced  by  a  more  modern  home.  It  was  here  that  I  was 
born  and  grew  to  womanhood,  made  many  friends,  and  later 
was  married.  It  has  been  sixty-two  years  since  I  gave  my 
hand  in  wedlock  to  my  husband.  As  I  recall  the  evening  of 
our  wedding,  there  were  about  twelve  couples  of  young  peo¬ 
ple  present.  The  young  people  had  a  joyous  time  in  the 
open  fields  playing  games,  while  a  few  slipped  away  to  en¬ 
joy  a  buggy  ride.  Oh,  those  girlhood  days !  How  I  live  them 
over  and  over  again  in  my  mind! 

The  smokehouse,  which  was  located  near  the  house,  held 
an  abundance  of  sausage  and  meats,  lard,  and  soap.  My 
mother  made  the  soap,  of  course.  We  always  saved  the  wood 
ashes,  which  we  placed  in  a  hopper,  and  by  pouring  water 
through  it  we  soon  had  lye  which  was  boiled  down  to  make 
soap.  Little  did  I  dream  that  I  would  live  in  the  day  when 
I  could  buy  a  neat  can  of  “Lewis  Lye”  at  the  grocery  store, 
and  so  many  varieties  of  soap  all  done  up  in  such  attractive 
packages. 

The  woodhouse  joined  the  smokehouse  on  the  south.  The 
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dinner  bell  on  top  of  the  woodhouse  rang  three  times  a  day, 
calling  the  men  to  their  always-ready  meals. 

The  honeysuckle  trailed  down  from  the  woodshed,  and 
what  beautiful  blue  grass  we  had  in  our  yard,  with  no  dan¬ 
delions  or  weeds  to  mar.  Oh,  those  rose  bushes  with  their 
fragrance  on  a  dewy  morning  in  June — white,  pink  and 
crimson!  Phlox,  peonies,  dahlias,  and  those  beautiful  big 
double  poppies  grew  in  the  onion  beds.  There  were  sage, 
thyme,  tansy,  rue,  camomile,  and  lobelia.  We  used  these  for 
medicinal  purposes,  while  the  mothers  of  today  have  a  more 
modern  method.  They  give  their  children  orange  and  tomato 
juice,  put  them  to  bed,  and  if  necessary,  call  a  doctor.  They 
have  lost  all  sight  of  these  old-fashioned  medicinal  aids. 
Then  back  to  the  woods,  where  we  found  peneroil,  burdock 
and  vervine.  We  gathered  different  bark  and  steeped  it. 
This  we  used  for  ague,  chills,  and  malaria.  We  used  the 
roots  of  the  sassafras  shrub  and  made  tea.  Quinine  was  an 
important  household  remedy  in  those  days.  I  learned  as  a 
child  how  to  issue  it  out,  and  it  was  placed  on  the  table  with 
our  food. 

Through  the  center  of  the  garden  were  seventy-two  dif¬ 
ferent  varieties  of  annuals.  It  was  my  brother’s  task  to  look 
after  the  flowers.  I  learned  much  about  botany  from  him. 
Often  we  would  wander  down  the  path  in  the  evening  toward 
the  grape  arbor,  looking  at  the  flowers  as  we  went,  and  enter 
the  cozy  little  nook  with  its  trailing  flowered  vines  overhead 
Oh,  the  many  wonderful  memories  of  my  father’s  pioneer 
home !  This  is  all  temporal.  What  will  the  heavenly  home  be 
like,  compared  to  the  beauty  here  on  earth  that  God  has  pro¬ 
vided  for  us  to  enjoy?  It  will  be  by  far  more  beautiful  and 
glorious.  “And  there  shall  be  no  night  there;  and  they  need 
no  candle,  neither  light  of  the  sun;  for  the  Lord  God  giveth 
them  light  and  they  shall  reign  for  ever  and  ever.”  Revela¬ 
tion  22 :  5. 

Our  orchard  was  east  of  the  house,  and  in  it  were  many 
varieties  of  apples  in  summer,  autumn,  and  winter.  Often 
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I  climbed  those  apple  trees,  sat  on  a  limb,  and  munched  a  big 
juicy  apple. 

When  I  was  about  ten  years  old,  my  sister  and  I  were 
sent  to  the  orchard  to  gather  apples.  The  ground  was  cov¬ 
ered  and  we  wanted  to  carry  back  as  many  as  possible.  We 
had  full  skirt  dresses  on  with  tight  belts  and  large  gathered 
waists.  We  unbuttoned  our  dresses,  filled  our  waists  with 
apples,  and  then  our  skirts.  We  were  ready  to  go  to  the 
house.  Just  about  that  time,  old  Mr.  Carson,  Father’s  tenant, 
arrived  on  the  scene.  We  took  to  our  heels  and  scrambled 
home,  streaming  apples  all  of  the  way.  The  autumn  apples 
were  Ramboes,  Mammoth  Pippins,  Maiden  Blush,  and 
Northern  Spys.  The  winter  apples  were  Vandever  Pippins, 
Russets,  and  many  others. 

Brother  grafted  the  scions  on  many  of  the  apple  trees,  and 
often  we  would  have  one  tree  growing  two  or  three  different 
kinds  of  fruits.  One  tree  I  remember  in  particular,  because 
I  often  climbed  it  to  take  a  peep  at  the  robin’s  nest,  grew 
delicious  large  pears,  and  Mammoth  Pippins. 

We  pumped  the  water,  which  ran  into  the  trough  in  the 
milkhouse,  from  an  old-fashioned  wood  pump,  as  we  did 
not  have  the  advantage  of  a  flowing  spring.  This  had  to  be 
done  each  morning  and  evening.  The  troughs  were  full  of 
crocks  holding  sweet  milk,  cream,  and  butter,  covered  over 
with  wooden  lids  to  keep  out  inquisitive  little  visitors.  We 
had  no  separator,  but  skimmed  the  cream  from  the  milk  with 
a  milk  skimmer.  Many  were  the  pounds  of  golden  butter  my 
mother  churned  in  the  old  wooden  churn,  dashing  it  up  and 
down.  This  she  exchanged  at  our  nearest  grocery  store  for 
the  staple  articles  of  life.  How  different  from  this  modem 
day!  A  great  advancement  has  been  made  in  the  sanitation 
and  care  of  the  milk,  with  all  electric  cooling  systems,  sep¬ 
arators,  milking  machines,  and  refrigeration. 

A  large  barn  afforded  plenty  of  room  for  the  horses  and 
cows,  with  mows  for  sixty  tons  of  hay.  We  had  cribs  for 
com  and  bins  for  wheat  and  oats.  The  barn  was  where  we 
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played  with  our  little  friends,  romping  and  jumping  from 
the  hay  mows  to  the  lower  floor,  and  swinging  on  an  old- 
fashioned  swing  which  hung  from  a  beam.  This  was  our 
chief  delight  and  pastime.  The  bam  martins  and  the  peewees 
would  call  to  us,  and  how  we  would  enjoy  listening  to  and 
watching  them. 

Although  w'e  had  plenty  of  time  for  play,  each  child  had 
certain  tasks  to  perform  in  common  with  all  farm  children. 
On  one  day  I  remember,  one  of  my  tasks  was  to  pick  up  all 
the  pieces  of  scrap  iron,  leather,  and  bones  around  the  place 
and  have  Father  bury  them  near  the  roots  of  two  fine  pine 
trees  which  he  was  about  to  have  planted  in  front  of  the 
house.  That  was  one  of  my  first  lessons  in  replenishing  the 
soil.  Not  that  the  rich,  inexhaustible  soil  of  Indiana  would 
need  fertilization  for  years  to  come,  but  because  my  parents 
never  threw  anything  away  which  could  possibly  be  utilized 
for  any  useful  purpose.  Industrious,  thrifty  and  prudent, 
they  prospered,  and  their  declining  years  were  free  from 
worry.  Born  agriculturalists,  like  their  ancestors  before 
them,  they  were  contented  with  their  lot.  They  became  an 
integral  part  of  their  community,  and  their  beneficial  in¬ 
fluence  is  felt  to  the  present  day.  One  of  my  others  tasks 
was  to  help  my  mother  prune  the  grape  vines  and  the  goose¬ 
berry,  raspberry,  and  current  bushes. 

As  far  back  as  I  can  remember,  my  mother  was  always 
busy.  She  wove  all  the  cloth  for  our  dresses,  besides  getting 
my  tapestry  ready — even  helping  to  clip  the  wool  off  the 
sheep.  The  spinning  wheel  and  loom  were  considered  an 
essential  part  of  her  household  equipment,  and  were  put  into 
daily  use.  She  also  dyed  the  skeins  for  our  dresses.  I  was 
taught  to  weave  at  an  early  age,  and  could  weave  five  yards 
of  carpet  a  day  without  any  effort. 

She  sewed  and  made  all  our  garments,  knit  our  stockings, 
milked  the  cows,  and  churned  the  butter.  We  rolled  paper 
into  tapers  for  lamp  lighters.  Mother  made  our  own  candles, 
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to  use  sometimes  in  place  of  the  oil  lamp.  Money  was  scarce 
and  she  saved  a  penny  wherever  possible. 

We  did  not  wear  calicoes  or  silks,  but  home-woven  dresses 
of  flannel;  one  for  church,  and  one  for  school.  My  father 
and  brothers  wore  flannel  shirts  and  blue  jeans,  also  made  by 
my  mother’s  tireless  fingers.  When  our  wardrobe  was  fin¬ 
ished,  she  would  sit  up  late  at  night  by  the  fireplace,  knitting 
countless  pairs  of  woolen  socks  which  she  would  exchange  at 
the  store  for  home  supplies.  I  often  observed  her  gnarled, 
crooked  fingers,  but  the  reason  for  their  appearance  was  be¬ 
yond  my  childish  comprehension. 

Our  shoes  were  made  by  a  Virginia  farmer,  Joseph  Smith, 
who  bought  a  piece  of  land  near  us.  They  were  made  of 
heavy  leather,  and  the  strings  were  of  very  fine  strips  of  the 
same.  They  were,  needless  to  say,  built  for  service  and  not 
for  beauty. 

Our  food  was  simple  but  nourishing.  After  school,  we 
would  hasten  home  to  a  large  iron  kettle  or  cornmeal  mush 
which  was  waiting  for  us.  Occasionally,  we  had  ribble  soup 
— thickened  milk,  made  by  rubbing  the  whites  of  eggs  into 
flour  and  stirring  it  into  boiling  milk,  then  sweetened  to  taste. 
We  did  not  get  this  very  often,  as  sugar  (while  I  am  reading 
this  over  we  are  being  rationed  on  sugar  on  account  of 
World  War  II,  we  must  save  and  feed  all  these  nations  at 
war.  The  middle  west  states  are  the  bread  basket  of  the 
world.)  was  scarce  and  the  eggs  had  to  be  saved  for  the 
huckster,  who  exchanged  them  for  other  provision. 

Apples  and  potatoes  were  roasted  in  the  embers  of  the 
fireplace.  Johnny  cake  was  baked  on  a  board  in  front  of  the 
fire.  Hot  biscuits  were  baked  in  a  flatiron  Dutch  oven  with 
an  iron  lid  on  which  live  coals  were  placed.  This  kettle  had 
short  legs  on  the  bottom  and  was  set  right  on  top  of  the  coals. 
A  crane  placed  in  the  middle  of  the  fireplace  supported  a 
large  kettle  to  cook  other  foods.  The  aroma  of  that  plain, 
wholesome  food  cooking  in  that  fireplace  was  a  magnet 
which  never  failed  to  draw  a  group  of  happy,  hungry  young- 
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sters  around  the  table,  long-  before  the  meal  was  ready.  If 
the  food  was  lacking  in  certain  vitamins  considered  so  essen¬ 
tial  nowadays,  they  were  not  aware  of  it. 

My  great-great-grandparents  migrated  into  this  country 
from  Europe,  back  in  the  sixteenth  century.  They  naturally 
imbibed  in  and  made  home  brew.  Although  my  great-grand¬ 
father  did  not  drink  to  excess,  he  had  a  son  who  dearly  loved 
it.  The  two  brothers,  Henry  and  Joseph,  saw  what  drink¬ 
ing  was  leading  their  brother  to.  Being  a  member  of  a  well- 
trained  family,  my  father  became  very  anxious  about  him. 

Both  my  mother  and  father  were  firm  believers  in  the 
cause  of  temperance,  and  we  never  used  liquor  in  our  home 
except  for  medicinal  purposes.  They  taught  us  the  evils  of 
strong  drink,  and  often  related  stories  of  the  harm  and  mis¬ 
ery  caused  by  it. 

A  log  roll  was  often  held,  with  the  neighbors  gathering 
together.  It  was  the  custom  to  have  a  jug  or  two  of  whisky 
for  such  an  event.  While  Henry,  who  was  eighteen  years  of 
age,  lay  in  bed  with  his  brother  Joseph,  he  awoke  very  early 
one  morning  because  he  was  troubled  about  his  father.  He 
knew  that  he  soon  would  be  sent  for  whisky.  He  said  to  his 
brother,  “1  am  eighteen  years  old.  I  have  always  obeyed  Fa¬ 
ther,  and  tried  to  do  right,  but  I  have  decided  that  I  will  not 
go  after  the  whisky,  as  I  know  only  too  well  what  will  result 
from  it.” 

When  his  father  called  him,  he  refused  to  go,  saying,  “Fa¬ 
ther,  it  is  wrong.  It  is  bad  both  morally  and  physically.” 
The  father  was  offended  at  his  son’s  argument,  but  Joseph 
defended  Henry.  He  said  that  Henry  was  right,  and  that 
the  custom  must  be  stopped,  and  the  time  to  do  it  was  now. 
The  two  brothers  had  the  conviction  and  spirit  of  a  Daniel, 
and  they  won  the  victory.  God  is  always  with  those  who  are 
defending  the  right.  That  is  what  we  need  today — a  firm 
stand  by  our  young  men.  The  father  lived  to  see  that  his 
boys  were  right.  Later  in  life,  at  the  age  of  fifty-seven  years, 
he  gave  his  heart  to  God,  and  he  remained  for  the  rest  of  his 
days  a  faithful  follower  of  Jesus  Christ. 
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One  day  an  example  was  unexpectedly  brought  before  us 
which  filled  us  with  horror,  and  resulted  in  bringing  our 
whole  family  up  in  the  front  ranks  of  the  temperance  army. 

A  cousin,  James,  arrived  at  our  house  one  day  riding  a 
beautiful  bay  horse  which  he  had  taken  from  his  father’s 
stable  without  permission.  In  a  very  short  time,  his  father 
rode  into  the  yard,  his  face  red  and  bloated,  his  eyes  blazing. 
As  young  as  I  was,  I  could  see  that  he  was  in  a  drunken 
fury.  He  upbraided  James  for  taking  the  horse,  and  when 
James  attempted  to  make  some  excuses,  he  whipped  out  a 
revolver  and  shot  his  son  without  a  moment’s  warning.  He 
was  obliged  to  flee  from  the  state  and  remain  in  hiding,  pend¬ 
ing  the  outcome  of  the  shooting.  God,  in  His  mercy,  spared 
the  boy;  who  never  censured  his  father  for  the  rash  deed, 
knowing  that  liquor  was  to  blame.  They  became  reconciled 
and  lived  happily  for  many  years  on  neighboring  farms, 
neither  ever  touching  a  drop  of  liquor  afterwards.  “Touch 
not,  taste  not,  handle  not.”  The  good  example  of  the  father 
was  handed  down  to  his  daughter. 

I  am  now  in  my  eighty-second  year  of  life.  Can  you 
wonder  at  my  stand  ?  I  am  a  firm  believer  in  the  W.  C.  T.  U. 
and  will  continue  to  be  as  long  as  I  live. 

Ever  since  I  witnessed  my  uncle  shooting  his  son  at  the 
age  of  seven,  I  could  see  the  effects  of  alcohol  on  the  one 
that  partook  of  it.  My  father  was  a  temperance  man  as  far 
back  as  I  can  remember.  In  the  year  James  B.  Weaver  was 
nominated  by  Prohibition  Party  on  the  Presidential  ticket, 
my  father  stumped  the  county  and  state  in  which  I  had  my 
home.  He  let  his  name  be  used  for  Representative  on  that 
ticket,  but  the  Prohibition  party  lost  out  but  he  and  mother 
always  remained  true  to  the  good  Templars  Organizations. 
Later  on  in  my  life  I  affiliated  with  the  W.  C.  T.  U.  in  Iowa 
and  Nebraska,  being  president  of  our  capital  union,  when  so 
many  of  our  state  unions  got  so  enthusiastic  to  make  our 
state  go  dry.  I  helped  to  circulate  the  petition  for  signa¬ 
tures  in  1916,  even  going  to  our  headquarters  to  help  Mrs. 
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Claflin  to  fold  our  Union  Worker  to  get  them  mailed  out 
early  as  quick  as  they  were  printed. 

Temperance  enthusiasm  ran  high,  so  much  so  that  our 
United  States  voted  dry  in  1920.  Then  came  the  aftermath, 
Satan  got  busy  and  we  church  folk  rested  on  our  oars  with 
our  ears  stopped  and  eyes  shut  until  1934,  when  We  were 
defeated.  Since  the  brewers  now  have  had  their  way  I  will 
quote  some  statistics.  “This  year,  in  the  Hast,  there  is  the 
largest  criminal  conspiracy  ever  prosecuted  in  the  United 
States  courts,  charged  with  defrauding  the  government  of 
one  billion  six  million  dollars  in  alcohol  taxes  in  the  last  ten 
months.”  Crime  is  rampant  in  the  United  States  as  never 
before.  It  is  time  for  the  mothers  of  our  land  to  educate  their 
children  from  babyhood  to  maturity,  while  they  are  under 
the  parental  roof  and  see  to  it  that  they  are  being  instructed 
in  our  public  schools  of  the  harmful  effect  of  alcohol  on  their 
bodies.  If  we  took  one-tenth  of  our  time  away  from  bridge 
parties  and  social  activities  to  study  the  structure  of  our  gov¬ 
ernment  instead  of  letting  the  streets  raise  our  boys  and  girls 
we  could  revolutionize  these  wrong  doings  in  a  short  time. 
Now  is  the  time  to  begin ! 

Oh,  if  the  young  men  and  women  would  see  the  evil  effects 
of  the  rum  traffic  I  have  witnessed !  There  would  be  many 
more  happy  homes  today.  “Sin  is  sin,”  in  our  father’s  time 
as  it  is  today,  and  we  must  be  punished  for  it  here  on  earth, 
as  well  as  hereafter.  Death  does  not  relieve  us.  We  have  a 
just  God  and  he  holds  the  destiny  of  our  times  and  keeps 
watch  over  us.  He  is  our  Father  and  cares  for  His  children. 

In  the  midst  of  endless  tasks,  fatigued  to  the  point  of  ex¬ 
haustion,  my  mother  found  time  to  instill  the  Word  of  God 
in  our  hearts.  She  created  within  us  children  the  certainty  of 
God,  and  taught  us  how  to  go  to  Him  in  prayer.  Belief  in 
God  came  as  naturally  to  us  as  did  all  the  other  things  in 
our  home.  She  taught  us  what  she  knew  of  the  catechism, 
not  at  her  knee,  but  as  she  worked — spooling,  coloring,  and 
weaving  the  wool  she  had  helped  to  clip  from  the  sheep.  A 
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staunch  United  Presbyterian,  she  was  constantly  refreshed 
and  maintained  by  the  principles  of  her  religion,  and  prac¬ 
ticed  them  in  her  daily  life.  As  she  folded  me  to  her  breast, 
how  pretty  I  thought  my  mother  was!  She  would  rock  me 
in  an  old  split-bottom  chair  and  sing: 

“I  love  to  steal  awhile  away 
From  every  cumbering  care, 

And  spend  the  hour  of  setting  day 
In  humble,  grateful  prayer.” 

This  was  my  first  spiritual  light. 

Children  are  a  great  blessing  in  the  home.  If  many  of  our 
homes  would  embrace  this  method  today  and  keep  close  to 
their  children,  what  great  blessings  of  father,  mother,  and 
home  there  would  be!  And  the  memories  of  such  scenes  as 
I  have  pictured  will  ever  live  in  their  memories.  I  would 
not  give  up  the  memory  of  my  childhood  days  in  our  pioneer 
home  for  anything  that  the  world  could  give.  The  gentle 
affection  existing  between  my  mother  and  father,  their  con¬ 
sideration  for  each  other,  and  my  brothers  and  sisters  gath¬ 
ered  around  the  fireplace  in  our  home  are  precious  memories. 

I  first  attended  Sunday  school  in  the  log  house  of  Martin 
Kendel,  my  father’s  nephew,  who  lived  about  a  fourth  of  a 
mile  from  us.  I  was  four  years  old  at  that  time.  The  con¬ 
gregation  consisted  of  several  families.  Cambellites,  as  they 
were  called,  and  Methodists  were  the  two  principal  denom¬ 
inations.  Alexander  Walker  was  our  superintendent,  bring¬ 
ing  the  Word  to  us.  There  we  studied  the  Bible  together. 
Later  on,  this  small  beginning  was  taken  to  the  Goar  school- 
house. 

Mr.  Pickins,  a  very  busy  merchant;  and  Edgar  Rumsey, 
my  mother’s  cousin,  saw  the  need  of  an  organized  Sunday 
school.  When  the  new  Goar  schoolhouse  was  erected  in 
1867,  they  organized  a  Sunday  school.  Mr.  William  Hayes 
was  appointed  superintendent.  This  new  Sunday  school 
caused  great  rejoicing.  It  was  known  as  the  Union  Sunday 
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School.  We  were  obliged  to  depend  upon  itinerant  preachers 
or  circuit  riders  for  our  weekly  service,  because  we  used  a 
public  building — it  was  open  to  all  denominations. 

Dresella  Smith  was  my  first  Sunday-school  teacher.  We 
had  to  memorize  Bible  verses  and  were  given  prizes.  My 
sister  received  the  first  prize.  I  could  not  read,  but  my  sister 
taught  me  thirteen  verses,  which  I  memorized  and  recited  to 
my  teacher.  For  this,  I  was  presented  with  a  small  book 
about  pigeons  which  I  prized  very  highly. 

A  very  earnest  worker  in  Sunday  school  was  my  cousin, 
Katie  Kendal.  We  both  had  good  voices  to  sing,  and  later 
on  were  chosen  to  lead  the  singing  in  this  Union  School. 
When  the  congregation  had  assembled  for  the  preaching 
hour,  the  preacher  read  a  hymn,  repeating  each  couplet  for 
the  benefit  of  the  singers,  most  of  whom  had  no  songbooks. 
Sometimes  they  struck  the  right  meter,  but  often  they  missed 
it.  What  they  lacked  in  rhythm  and  harmony,  however,  they 
made  up  for  in  sincerity  and  fervor.  Oh,  such  singing  and 
praying!  I  observed  much  more  real  faith  in  the  hearts  of 
those  rugged  men  and  women  in  that  pioneer  schoolhouse 
than  I  have  seen  in  our  more  fashionable  congregations  that 
fill  our  stately  edifices  of  today. 

We  are  commanded  in  God’s  Word,  “Train  up  a  child  in 
the  way  he  should  go  and  when  he  is  old,  he  will  not  depart 
from  it.” 
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CHAPTER  IV 


lTER  on  in  life,  when  I  was  about  twelve  years  old, 


J — *  Rev.  Daniel  Barkhart  was  holding  a  revival  in  our 
schoolhouse.  Pie  asked  each  one  of  us  young  people  to  re¬ 
turn  that  evening  ready  to  quote  a  scripture  of  our  own 
choosing  from  the  Bible.  Mine  was  from  Proverbs :  “A 
word  fitly  spoken  is  like  apples  of  gold  in  pictures  of  silver.” 
That  was  the  beginning  of  my  spiritual  life  in  public.  Plow 
timid  I  was,  when  I  arose  to  give  my  verse.  It  was  my  first 
attempt  to  take  part  in  meetings.  How  happy  I  was  when  I 
was  chosen  to  teach  a  class  of  girls  about  my  own  age!  It 
was  soon  after,  while  trying  to  impart  God’s  Word  to  this 
group  of  girls,  that  a  voice  seemed  to  whisper,  “How  can 
you  impart  the  truth,  when  you  have  not  accepted  him  in 
your  own  heart?”  This  was  conviction;  my  heart  was 
filled  with  remorse  for  the  casual  way  I  had  been  teaching 
his  Word.  I  have  found  through  the  years  that  there  is  no 
happiness  on  earth  compared  with  that  of  serving  God  and 
teaching  his  great  lessons. 

We  looked  forward  with  pleasure  to  the  visits  of  the  min¬ 
isters.  My  mother  was  affable,  mild,  always  ready  to  oblige; 
kind  to  her  friends,  courteous  to  strangers.  If  the  unher¬ 
alded  visits  of  these  clergymen  ever  caused  her  extra  trou¬ 
ble,  none  but  herself  was  aware  of  it.  Plow  seldom  is  this 
free  and  genuine  hospitality  to  be  found  in  our  artificial  life 
of  today! 

When  I  was  about  sixteen  years  old,  my  sister-in-law  lay 
seriously  ill  in  my  father’s  house.  When  the  doctor  came,  he 
said  she  would  die  before  midnight.  I  was  not  yet  a  Chris¬ 
tian. 

I  asked  her  if  she  would  like  us  to  sing  some  of  our  Sun¬ 
day-school  songs.  Her  reply  was,  “Yes,  please.”  She  did 
not  suffer  much  and  joined  in  the  songs,  singing  softly  in 
her  sweet  alto  voice.  She  was  a  member  of  the  Presbyterian 
denomination.  Among  the  songs  we  sang  were  “There  Is 
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a  Land  That  Is  Fairer  Than  Day,”  “Standing  on  the  Ever¬ 
green  Shore,”  “Nearer,  My  God  to  Thee.”  After  we  had 
finished  singing,  I  asked  her  if  she  would  like  me  to  read 
from  the  Bible,  and  she  said,  “Yes.”  Conviction  took  hold 
of  my  heart,  and  I  said  to  myself,  “Oh,  who  will  pray.”  We 
had  not  been  taught  to  pray  except  for  our  nightly  prayer  of 
“Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep  ...”  My  mother  always 
prayed  silently,  as  was  the  custom  of  women  in  those  days 
in  the  church.  My  first  recollection  of  hearing  rny  mother 
pray  was  when  my  small  brother,  Tommy,  lay  dying. 

Yes,  who  was  to  pray?  I  had  not  yet  given  my  heart  to 
God.  How  far  the  church  has  advanced  since  that  day,  with 
our  Leagues,  Christian  Endeavor,  Missionary  Band,  Circles, 
and  even  the  Cradle  Rolls.  As  Christ  said  to  Peter,  “Feed 
my  lambs,”  we  are  trying  to  carry  out  his  commands  in  this 
day. 

My  sister-in-law  died  about  seven  o’clock  that  evening. 
She  left  a  dear  little  baby  girl  of  nine  months,  and  before  she 
died,  she  gave  her  to  Mother,  saying,  “You  taught  your  girls 
to  work,  so  take  my  baby  Eva  and  teach  her  the  necessary 
things  of  life.”  This  was  a  beautiful  farewell. 

Eva  is  a  good  Christian  worker  today,  helping  in  the  Wel¬ 
fare  Society  and  caring  for  little  children. 

Many  years  later  while  living  in  Kearney,  Nebraska, 
Rev.  M.  Mason  had  announced  a  revival  meeting  and  was 
holding  cottage  prayer  meetings.  This  was  in  October.  He 
had  asked  for  volunteers  to  assist  him  in  visiting  in  the  com¬ 
munity  of  the  church.  He  pleaded  with  his  members  and 
said  that  it  would  help  him  greatly  if  we  told  the  people  of 
the  revival  and  asked  them  to  attend.  Our  work  in  the 
church  was  largely  mission,  being  supported  by  our  gen¬ 
eral  missionary  treasury.  I  volunteered  to  do  visiting  in  my 
community.  My  husband  was  serving  as  Presiding  Elder, 
his  first  term;  and  I  was  alone  with  my  little  girl.  On  Mon¬ 
day  morning,  Nellie  started  for  school  and  I  started  out  on 
my  visitation,  calling  on  a  near  neighbor  and  asking  the 
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family  to  attend  the  meeting-  at  the  Evangelical  Church  that 
evening.  I  explained  our  methods,  and  asked  her  to  call  on 
a  particular  friend  of  hers,  and  as  her  children  were  attend¬ 
ing  our  Sunday  school,  it  was  my  idea  to  reach  as  many  as  I 
could  of  the  parents.  The  neighbor  1  called  on  was  very 
busy  about  the  house,  washing,  but  1  said  to  her,  “We  must 
all  sacrifice  of  our  time  and  self.”  I  furnished  my  horse  and 
buggy,  and  she  and  her  son  drove  over  to  her  friend’s  to  get 
her  consent.  I  told  her  I  would  pray.  They  brought  back 
the  friend’s  consent.  I  drove  over  that  afternoon  and  got 
her,  and  we  went  to  the  afternoon  prayer  meeting.  In  all, 
I  had  made  six  calls  on  the  first  day  of  the  week.  By  much 
concentrated  effort,  we  had  Evangelicals,  Methodists,  United 
Brethren,  and  members  of  other  denominations.  That  after¬ 
noon  at  Mrs.  Page’s  we  had  a  pentcccst  such  as  I  never  had 
witnessed,  and  I  will  not  forget  it.  God’s  power  came  down 
on  all.  An  old  feud  between  two  sisters  of  the  church  was 
wiped  out,  and  these  two  sisters  met  and  embraced  each  other 
and  begged  for  forgiveness.  Our  class  leader,  Uncle  Joe 
Thurman,  and  our  pastor  gave  shouts  of  joy,  while  some 
gave  vent  to  tears  and  laughter. 

After  the  prayer  meeting  was  over  and  I  took  my  friend 
home,  she  asked  me  what  it  all  meant.  I  told  her  to  read 
the  second  chapter  of  the  “Acts  of  the  Apostles”  when  St. 
Peter  explained  the  coming  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  Chapter  2 : 
33.  This  was  the  beginning  of  a  wonderful  revival  of  reli¬ 
gion. 

That  night  as  I  entered  the  church  and  sat  down  quietly 
in  meditation,  I  saw  a  bright  light  encircling  the  room  just 
for  a  second  and  then  it  vanished.  I  knew  it  was  God 
manifesting  himself  to  me  in  that  way.  I  had  great  peace 
in  my  soul,  because  I  was  willing  to  be  led  by  his  spirit,  to 
go  out  among  my  neighbors  on  that  first  day  of  the  week 
and  carry  his  message  to  those  around  me.  1  never  can 
efface  the  memory  of  his  presence  in  that  early  experience. 
The  next  day  at  prayer  meeting,  God  wonderfully  blessed 
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me.  I  was  singing  “In  the  Sweet  By  and  By,”  when  sud¬ 
denly  I  saw  a  vision :  the  hand  of  my  departed  sister-in-law 
reaching  down  from  heaven  and  touching  me.  My  soul  was 
overwhelmed  with  joy.  Her  spirit  had  met  mine  in  that 
prayer  meeting!  This  was  the  mother  of  little  Eva.  How 
beautiful  to  connect  all  of  the  leadings  of  the  Holy  Spirit; 
even  back  to  where  my  mother  folded  me  to  her  breast  and 
sang  God’s  sweet  hymns  to  me,  in  my  first  Sunday  school 
where  I  memorized  his  Word  and  repeated  it  to  my  Sunday- 
school  teacher,  then  singing  our  Sunday-school  songs  to  my 
dying  sister-in-law.  Oh,  how  God’s  spirit  was  preparing  me 
for  a  greater  work  than  I  knew  of! 

Little  Eva  was  led  into  the  light,  and  after  she  had  estab¬ 
lished  a  home  of  her  own  in  Detroit,  Michigan,  she  moth¬ 
ered  a  little  orphan  boy,  and  helped  in  caring  for  helpless 
little  children  while  their  parents  worked. 

My  Visit  to  Eva — May,  1940 

I  left  my  home  to  spend  my  seventy-ninth  birthday  with 
Eva,  living  at  Detroit,  Michigan,  the  twenty-sixth  of  May. 
This  time  of  the  year  is  most  beautiful.  Michigan  is  a  beau¬ 
tiful  state  with  its  fine  apple  orchards  in  bloom  and  its 
palatial  estates.  Certainly  God  has  made  for  us  a  beautiful 
world.  The  birds,  trees,  flowers  and  all  vegetation  is  coming 

on  for  the  harvest.  2034417  '' 

It  rained  very  much  all  the  way.  I  was  traveling  over  the 
C.  B.  &  Q.  railroad.  Traveling  by  rail  is  delightful  from 
what  it  was  in  1883,  when  I  came  west  for  a  home.  Then 
we  rode  in  a  chair  coach  and  carried  our  lunch  baskets.  To¬ 
day,  we  are  riding  in  a  steel  coach,  the  Zephyr,  air-condi¬ 
tioned,  with  stewardess  to  cater  to  your  every  needs ;  porters 
and  dining  superintendents  attending  to  our  physical  needs. 
At  3:45  p.  m.  my  niece  and  little  Donald  met  me  in  the 
Union  Station  in  Detroit.  How  happy  I  was  to  greet  them. 
Now  for  a  drive  to  Ferndale  to  her  beautiful  home. 

It  is  still  raining.  My  nephew  and  niece  came  over  from 
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near  Kalamazoo,  Michigan,  my  older  sister’s  son  and  wife 
to  be  with  me  and  help  celebrate  my  birthday.  On  Sunday, 
May  the  twenty-sixth,  1883,  when  we  celebrated  my  birth¬ 
day  in  a  sod  house  on  the  claim,  57  years  ago,  at  Lodi, 
Nebraska.  Well,  time  goes  on  and  many  great  changes 
take  place.  Sunday  the  twenty-sixth  of  May,  1940,  was  a 
perfect  day  and  what  a  fine  birthday  cake  greeted  me  at  the 
table,  with  all  its  roses,  buds  and  leaves.  Little  Donald  was 
wondering  how  they  could  place  seventy-nine  candles  on  the 
cake,  blit  instead  the  inscription  “Aunt  Kate,  seventy-nine 
years”  was  used. 

I  visited  with  my  niece  for  one  week.  She  took  me 
to  Henry  Ford’s  Dearborn  estate.  lie  is  the  wealthiest  man 
in  our  United  States  and  to  describe  all  that  was  to  be  seen 
is  beyond  my  vocabulary.  It  reminded  me  of  the  Queen  of 
Sheba  when  she  came  to  view  the  wealth  of  Solomon.  She 
said,  “The  half  had  never  been  told.” 

Friday,  I  left  for  Indianapolis  to  visit  my  brother,  Doc¬ 
tor  C.  S.  Goar,  who  could  not  come  to  be  with  me  on  ac¬ 
count  of  a  patient  being  seriously  ill.  The  doctor  and  I  are 
all  that  are  living,  at  the  present  time,  out  of  a  very  large 
family. 

It  was  an  all-day  trip  to  Indianapolis  by  bus.  The  coun¬ 
try  was  most  beautiful.  Now  I  am  passing  through  my  na¬ 
tive  home  state.  How  familiar  every  city  and  the  country 
looks  to  me.  I  was  very  happy  to  meet  my  brother.  We 
visited  some  of  my  nieces  and  nephews  in  Hamilton  and  Tip- 
ton  Counties.  It  was  a  great  pleasure  to  be  back  on  the 
parental  homestead  once  more.  How  different  it  seems  to 
me  to  be  laying  flowers  now  on  my  parents,  brothers  and 
sisters’  graves  and  stand  and  look  across  the  fields  where 
once  I  was  a  happy  girl.  Home  all  gone,  orchards  supplanted 
by  waving  grains,  nothing  standing  in  tact,  but  the  old 
familiar  barn.  So  it  is  in  life,  once  gay  and  happy,  now  in 
the  autumn  of  life  soon  never  to  pass  this  way  again. 
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CHAPTER  V 


Meeting  Mr,  Maze  for  the  First  Time 

HE  subject  of  this  brief  life  sketch  is  the  son  of  Chris- 


*■  tain  parents.  He  was  born  in  a  log  cabin  on  November 
19,  1857,  near  Lewisville,  Henry  County,  Indiana.  While 
he  was  yet  an  infant,  his  parents  moved  to  a  small  farm  in 
what  were  then  the  wilds  of  Tipton  County,  which  was 
heavily  timbered  and  had  poor  drainage.  Here,  Matthew 
lived  with  his  parents,  brothers  and  sister,  struggling  to  sub¬ 
due  the  wilds  and  make  a  farm  home.  While  his  father 
served  in  the  Civil  War,  his  health  broke,  and  the  family 
had  quite  a  struggle  against  poverty. 

In  1877,  at  a  Swing  School  spelling  bee  in  Tipton  County, 
Indiana,  I  met  Matthew  Maze.  I  had  heard  of  this  brilliant 
young  man,  and  therefore  was  very  anxious  to  make  his 
acquaintance.  In  those  times,  spelling  bees  were  the  diver¬ 
sion  of  the  young  people  as  well  as  of  their  parents.  It  was 
great  “spelling  down”  many  schools  in  Tipton  County.  The 
plan  of  these  old-fashioned  school  events  was  rather  unique. 
Captains  were  chosen  and  challenges  sent  out  to  different 
neighborhoods.  For  this  particular  event,  the  Swing  School 
challenged  the  Pratt,  of  which  latter  school  Matthew  Maze 
was  a  member  and  also  captain. 

My  friend,  Alice  Brown,  was  captain  of  the  Swing  School. 
After  the  choosing  was  completed  and  each  side  had  the 
same  number  of  persons,  the  teacher  or  some  suitable  person 
pronounced  the  words  to  be  spelled.  The  old  McGuffey 
spelling  book  was  used.  After  both  sides  were  “spelled 
down,”  they  gave  a  recess  of  ten  or  fifteen  minutes.  During 
the  recess,  I  sought  an  introduction  to  Matt  Maze.  1  was 
introduced  to  a  young  man  who  had  previously  attracted 
my  attention.  Tall,  dark,  of  quiet  demeanor,  he  was  the 
finest  man  I  had  ever  seen.  His  name  was  Matthew  T.  Maze, 
and  he  was  a  native  of  Sharpsville,  Indiana.  It  was  a  case 
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of  love  at  first  sight;  our  admiration  was  mutual,  and  it  was 
not  long  before  we  became  engaged  to  be  married. 

Miss  Alice  Brown  was  talking  with  him  and  presently  she 
asked  me  to  meet  Mr.  Maze.  1  learned  later  that  he  had 
spied  me  in  the  crowd  and  asked  Alice  Bfown  who  I  was. 
Our  friend  brought  us  together — a  girl  who  was  sweet  six¬ 
teen,  and  a  young  man  twenty  years  of  age.  We  chatted  for 
a  while,  and  lo  and  behold !  I  was  the  first  one  to  be  chosen 
by  the  captain  of  the  Pratt  School.  I  got  busy,  and  had  the 
Goar  School,  of  which  I  was  a  member,  to  challenge  the 
Pratt.  These  spelling  bees  took  place  every  two  weeks  on 
Friday  evenings,  mostly  in  the  winter  time.  The  next  spell¬ 
ing  bee  was  at  the  Goar  School,  and  the  Pratt  School  had 
been  challenged  and  accepted  the  invitation.  Matt  Maze 
was  captain  as  usual,  and  in  selecting  the  spellers,  he  chose 
me  and  I  was  very  happy  to  be  the  one  to  sit  next  to  the  cap¬ 
tain.  During  the  evening,  he  asked  me  if  he  might  see  me 
home.  We  had  to  walk  one  mile,  and  during  this  walk  he 
told  me  of  his  plan  to  go  to  Danville  Normal  School  for  the 
spring  term.  This  was  not  an  easy  task,  since  he  was  handi¬ 
capped  by  poverty.  However,  he  had  determined  that  he 
would  succeed,  and  he  did ! 

We  looked  forward  every  summer  to  our  Sunday-school 
picnic.  It  was  a  custom  for  the  Sunday  school  giving  the 
picnic  to  invite  all  of  the  Sunday  schools  from  over  the 
county.  This  brought  the  settlers  together  in  large  numbers. 
Floats  decorated  in  red,  white,  and  blue  bunting  were  made 
from  rickety  farm  wagons  and  festooned  with  flags  and 
flowers.  Tables  built  in  the  woods  fairly  groaned  under  the 
weight  of  all  the  good  things  contributed  by  the  happy  pic¬ 
nickers — cakes,  pies,  bread  and  butter,  chicken  which  was 
fried  to  a  golden  brown,  and  juicy  roasted  ham.  The  woods 
rang  with  shouts  of  laughter  and  cheerful  song.  It  would  be 
hard  to  have  found  a  happier,  jollier  crowd.  There  was 
always  a  nice  program  and  many  of  us  children  had  a  part  in 
it.  We  all  patronized  the  lemonade  stand.  It  was  with  great 
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pride  that  I  beheld  the  marshal  of  the  day  escorting  the 
marching  of  the  children  and  wagons  to  the  picnic  grounds. 

How  I  admired  Mr.  Maze,  who  was  the  marshal  of  the 
day  for  the  Hopewell  Sunday  school  of  which  he  was  a 
member,  when  we  invited  that  Sunday  school  to  our  picnic 
in  August.  Mr.  Maze  was  then  about  twenty  years  old  and 
taught  the  old  men  of  the  Hopewell  Methodist  Episcopal 
church.  In  those  days,  they  had  the  older  men  sit  in  the 
“Amen  Corner,”  not  far  from  the  pulpit,  and  whenever  the 
minister  needed  an  encouragement  to  what  he  was  preaching, 
these  pious  men  sanctioned  it  with  a  loud,  “Amen.”  Mr. 
Maze’s  father  was  class  leader  of  this  country  church  for 
many  years. 

I  have  always  advocated  that  it  is  a  good  thing  to  give  our 
young  men  and  maidens  something  to  do  in  the  church,  even 
if  they  have  not  yet  given  their  hearts  to  God.  We  shall 
always  have  those  who  can  fill  these  places,  but  it  is  the  Sun¬ 
day-school  superintendents  who  should  be  looking  out  for 
such  talent  and  get  them  interested  in  building  up  God’s 
kingdom.  Our  Saviour  went  about  watching  for  those  whom 
he  could  use.  They  were  not  all  educated  men. 

Young  Mr.  Maze  worked  on  farms  during  the  summer 
months  and  taught  in  the  country  school  during  the  winter, 
keeping  this  up  until  he  had  saved  enough  money  to  pay  for 
his  scholarship.  In  March,  he  went  off  to  Danville,  Indiana, 
to  school.  During  his  third  year  in  college,  he  contracted 
measles  and  for  several  days  his  life  hung  in  the  balance. 
But  God  knew  what  his  life’s  work  was  to  be,  and  raised 
him  up  off  his  sick  bed.  He  was  also  affected  with  malaria 
for  several  years. 

Mr.  Maze  kept  going  to  college  in  the  spring  term,  until 
by  his  teaching,  he  had  accrued  enough  money  to  pay  all  his 
indebtedness  which  he  had  incurred  during  college  days — 
doctor  bills  and  other  minor  debts.  He  was  attending  this 
college  the  greater  part  of  four  years,  and  it  was  by  hard 
perseverance  that  he  completed  his  education.  It  didn’t  come 
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by  the  easy  road.  His  motto  was,  “Learn  something-,  so  that 
you  can  do  something,  by  which  you  could  earn  something, 
and  honestly  possess  something.” 

As  opportunity  afforded  these  years,  he  studied  law  with 
the  intentions  of  entering  this  profession  later  on. 

He  passed  his  first  examination  for  teaching  and  was 
granted  a  license  to  teach,  the  salary  being  $65  per  month 
for  six  months  a  year.  His  first  school  was  the  Swing 
School  where  I  first  met  him,  and  he  lived  with  his  parents. 

Mr.  Maze  had  attended  a  little  country  school  three  or 
four  months  each  winter,  walking  from  one  to  three  miles. 
When  Mr.  Maze  was  not  needed  at  home  for  work  on  the 
farm,  he  worked  for  neighboring  farmers  for  an  average 
wage  of  about  fifty  cents  a  day. 

His  mother’s  maiden  name  was  Sarah  Bennetta  Pratt, 
and  she  was  born  in  Baltimore,  Maryland.  Both  his  mother 
and  father  were  members  of  the  Methodist  Church  at  Hope- 
well,  and  Matthew  taught  in  the  Sunday  school. 

In  those  days  it  was  the  custom  for  a  young  man  to  call 
on  his  lady  friend  only  once  in  two  weeks.  Sunday  evening 
was  the  time  set  for  these  calls.  I,  of  course,  was  looking 
forward  with  great  delight  to  the  time  when  Mr.  Maze 
should  come  to  see  me.  He  usually  rode  horseback,  riding  a 
fine  bay  horse.  There  was  no  well-made  highways  such  as 
we  have  today.  We  traveled  over  deep,  black,  muddy  roads 
in  the  spring  and  plenty  of  snow  in  the  winter. 

I  remained  on  the  farm  with  my  parents  while  Mr.  Maze 
was  working  for  his  education.  In  the  meantime,  we  kept 
up  our  correspondence  for  the  four  years. 

On  the  seventh  of  September,  1881,  at  my  parents’  home 
at  7 :  30  p.  m.,  we  were  married.  Then,  before  partaking  of 
a  bountiful  repast  largely  cooked  by  myself,  Matthew  Maze 
and  Katie  Goar  were  married  by  Rev.  T.  H.  C.  Beal.  There 
were  twelve  couples  of  young  people  present  to  witness  the 
ceremony,  three  of  whom  are  living  at  this  writing,  after 
almost  sixty-two  years.  What  wholesome  fun  those  young 
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people  had  that  evening,  playing  games  in  the  fields  in  front 
of  my  home  until  the  wee  small  hours  of  the  morning.  They 
came  in  and  wished  us  “bon  voyage”  and  a  happy  married 
life. 

We  always  followed  the  plan  of  “no  debts  unless  we  can 
see  our  way  clear,”  and  it  has  worked  beautifully  up  to  this 
day.  My  motto  was,  “Time  is  precious.”  If  the  young  men 
and  maidens  had  this  motto  for  a  guide,  there  would  not  be 
so  many  divorces,  no  need  of  going  to  Reno,  Nevada.  The 
government  would  not  be  feeding  so  many  today.  Being 
poor  was  no  handicap  for  us  when  we  had  the  same  goal. 

The  first  year  of  our  married  life,  we  did  not  receive  suf¬ 
ficient  income  from  Mr.  Maze’s  salary  for  teaching  school 
to  enable  us  to  start  housekeeping,  so  we  took  advantage  of 
my  parents’  invitation  to  live  with  them  until  his  school  term 
closed.  Then  we  rented  a  forty-acre  farm  from  my  father, 
which  was  northeast  one  and  one-half  miles  from  my  paren¬ 
tal  home.  There  was  a  log  cabin  on  the  place  which  my 
mother  helped  us  to  furnish  by  giving  us  an  antique  bed, 
dropleaf  table,  stove,  cupboard,  chairs,  bedding  and  dishes. 
My  father  gave  us  a  cow,  five  pigs,  and  some  chickens. 

I  was  proud  of  our  comfortable  little  home,  and  tried  to 
be  a  real  helpmate  to  my  husband.  I  kept  a  strict  account  of 
all  expenses,  and  exchanged  butter  and  eggs  for  groceries 
whenever  the  huckster  made  his  rounds.  At  the  end  of  the 
first  year,  I  had  saved  eighteen  dollars  and  was  quite  pleased. 

The  corn  crop  that  year  was  good  and  the  grain  brought 
seventy-eight  cents  a  bushel.  Mr.  Maze  taught  school  that 
winter  in  “Slakum,”  but  after  the  hard  work  of  the  summer 
months,  he  began  to  break  under  the  strain.  Many  a  night 
he  did  not  reach  home  until  after  dark,  worn  out  from  his 
long  walk  through  almost  impassable  roads,  which  were 
covered  so  deep  in  places  with  mud  and  water  that  he  was 
obliged  to  wade  through  with  heavy  rubber  boots. 

He  taught  seventy-eight  pupils,  of  all  ages  and  sizes,  from 
the  first  to  the  twelfth  grades.  Very  often  he  asked  the  older 
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pupils  to  assist  with  the  beginners,  and  there  was  great 
rivalry  as  to  who  would  be  chosen.  It  was  “readin’  and 
writin’  and  ’rithmetic,  taught  to  the  tune  of  a  hickory  stick” 
in  those  days,  but  Mr.  Maze  had  little  trouble  enforcing  dis¬ 
cipline. 

The  Bible  was  considered  an  important  part  of  the  cur¬ 
riculum.  It  was  considered  more  important  to  know  the 
teachings  of  Christ  than  to  be  able  to  work  out  a  problem  in 
arithmetic.  Religious  education  was  not  reserved  for  Sun¬ 
day  and  the  Sunday  school,  but  had  a  special  place  in  the 
child’s  daily  life.  It  was  the  custom  in  our  public  schools  in 
those  days  to  read  a  portion  of  God’s  Word  at  the  hour  of 
opening  the  school.  Well  do  I  remember  using  the  New 
Testament  after  the  school  was  called  to  order.  Our  teacher 
called  our  attention  to  the  readings  of  God’s  Word;  that  was 
first,  then  our  studies  second. 

Our  first  child  was  born  to  us  in  that  little  cabin  where  we 
started  housekeeping,  and  we  named  him  Emery  Ellsworth. 
That  winter  was  very  severe,  and  the  cabin  was  not  intended 
to  withstand  such  terrible  cold.  Water  often  froze  in  a  pail 
placed  a  foot  away  from  the  stove.  Bathing  a  baby  under 
such  conditions  was  necessarily  a  quick  and  snappy  per¬ 
formance.  My  father  and  brothers  felled  a  tree,  took  the 
logs  to  the  sawmill,  and  put  a  ceiling  in  the  cabin.  Then  I 
pasted  and  tacked  old  cloth  from  one  log  to  the  other  until 
I  had  a  smooth  surface  for  papering.  I  was  fortunate 
enough  to  have  sufficient  newspapers  saved  to  paper  the 
whole  room,  and  the  result  was  a  warmer,  cozier  room.  I 
have  had  work  done  by  interior  decorators  since  then,  but 
no  job  has  ever  given  me  as  much  real  satisfaction  as  did  the 
clean,  smooth  surface  of  those  newspapers.  It  was  an  inter¬ 
esting  study  in  black  and  white. 

Very  often  that  winter,  friends  and  relatives  would  gather 
in  our  cabin  and  discuss  the  topics  of  the  day.  The  excite¬ 
ment  following  the  assassination  of  President  Garfield  had 
abated  and  interest  centered  on  his  successor,  President 
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Arthur.  Railways  had  been  extended  further  west,  opening 
up  new  territory  and  establishing  towns  and  cities  in  hither¬ 
to  unoccupied  vast  stretches  of  land.  The  free  farms  of  160 
acres  given  to  immigrants  by  the  passage  of  the  Homestead 
Act  in  1862,  induced  thousands  and  thousands  of  families  to 
push  further  westward. 

After  our  first  year  at  farming  in  Indiana,  we  concluded 
to  take  Horace  Greeley’s  advice  and  go  west,  as  we  felt  this 
was  an  opportunity  to  get  a  home  of  our  own. 

While  planting  corn  by  hand  in  my  father’s  field  when  I 
was  a  girl,  I  had  seen  great  caravans  bound  for  the  west  or 
southwest,  with  their  inscriptions  written  on  the  sides  of 
their  covered  wagons.  I  always  had  a  desire  to  go  west  for 
a  home. 

My  brother,  Isaac  N.  Goar,  investigated  conditions  in 
several  states,  and  finally  decided  that  Lodi,  Custer  County, 
Nebraska,  offered  the  best  opportunities.  Mr.  Maze,  Isaac 
N.  Goar,  and  I  decided  to  make  a  move  to  that  country,  while 
James  and  my  sister,  Mary  went  to  Minnesota.  This  was  a 
sad  time  for  my  parents.  We  children  had  all  grown  up  to¬ 
gether,  and  had  not  been  parted  for  any  length  of  time.  How 
my  father  did  grieve  when  he  bid  us  farewell! 

So  in  the  spring  of  1883,  my  husband;  his  brother,  O.  H. 
Maze;  William  Bryner,  a  brother-in-law,  and  my  brother, 
Isaac  N.  Goar,  journeyed  to  Plum  Creek  in  the  Great  Platte 
River  Valley.  Plum  Creek  is  now  known  as  Lexington. 
They  filed  on  their  claims  and  built  a  sod  house  in  preparation 
for  their  families.  Mr.  Maze  and  my  brother  stopped  in 
Iowa  and  bought  two  beautiful  brood  mares,  Mandy  and 
Queen,  and  a  lumber  wagon.  Mr.  Bryner  bought  a  yoke  of 
oxen  in  or  near  Kearney. 

Mr.  Maze  took  up  a  homestead  at  Lodi,  hoping  that  the 
change  in  climate  would  be  beneficial  to  his  health.  Here  we 
lived  in  a  sod  house  in  partnership  with  my  brother,  and 
went  into  the  cattle  business  and  general  farming. 

We  both  went  out  to  Nebraska  for  an  earthly  home.  As 
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God  spoke  to  Abraham  his  leader  to  go  and  obey.  He  obeyed 
and  went  over  into  Canaan,  the  promised  land,  and  by  his 
obedience,  we  today  are  enjoying  a  part  in  the  promised 
land.  Oh,  it  pays  to  obey  God!  tie  gave  Abraham  a  long 
life  and  prospered  him  in  giving  him  an  abundance  of 
material  possessions.  We  went  west  for  the  material  gain, 
but  God  had  a  purpose  for  us  as  he  did  for  Abraham.  We 
were  converted  on  the  prairie  and’  called  into  his  service, 
and  are  still  serving  him  faithfully.  (On  the  twenty-eighth 
of  October,  1940,  my  beloved  companion  was  called  home 
to  be  with  God.) 

It  was  just  as  much  of  a  thrill  to  see  the  people  going 
west  in  their  covered  wagons  as  it  was  to  see  the  gold  rush 
of  the  Forty-niners.  Our  trip  to  the  west  was  just  as  inter¬ 
esting,  although  we  went  on  the  train,  getting  immigration 
rates  over  the  Indianapolis,  Peru  and  Chicago  Railroad, 
there  connecting  with  one  of  our  great  railroads  to  Omaha, 
then  on  the  Union  Pacific  to  Plum  Creek,  Nebraska. 

Getting  up  after  a  strenuous  travel  of  two  days  and  nights, 
we  looked  out  to  see  this  new  state  and  the  town  in  which 
we  landed.  About  all  we  could  see  that  beautiful  May  morn¬ 
ing  was  prairie  all  around  us,  with  most  of  the  land  covered 
over  with  something  that  looked  white,  just  as  if  the  flour 
mill  had  blown  up.  On  inquiring,  we  found  out  it  was 
alkali.  It  was  swampy  in  low  spots,  and  when  the  water 
dried  up,  everything  looked  white.  It  made  a  bad  impression 
on  me,  but  I  have  since  seen  this  soil  produce  fine  growing- 
crops. 

In  order  to  decide  who  should  meet  the  women  and  chil¬ 
dren  at  the  train,  the  men  who  were  already  at  Lodi  drew 
straws.  Mr.  Maze  was  lucky  enough  to  draw  the  short  one, 
so  he  was  the  one  to  meet  us.  All  the  neighbors  for  several 
miles  down  the  valley  watched  for  the  first  man  going  to¬ 
ward  Plum  Creek.  They  would  hail  him  and  give  him  a  list 
of  groceries  they  wanted  brought  out.  In  exchange,  he  took 
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their  butter  and  eggs  to  market,  as  money  was  a  scarce 
article  among  those  pioneers. 

Mr.  Maze  met  us  with  the  new  lumber  wagon  and  horses 
at  Plum  Creek.  About  9:  00  a.  m.,  after  a  good  night’s  rest 
in  one  of  the  hotels,  we  started  for  our  new  home  at  Lodi, 
Nebraska,  thirty-five  miles  away  through  canyons  and  hills. 

It  was  a  May  day,  and  everything  was  beautiful — wild 
flowers  peeping  up  through  the  prairie  grass,  buffalo  beans 
and  shoe  string,  a  small  shrub  which  had  lavender  Rowers 
and  leaves  which  looked  like  or  resembled  a  fine  fern.  This 
plant  had  such  deep  roots  that  were  tough,  it  was  said  that 
the  cowboys  could  dig  down  and  lasso  their  ponies  to  them, 
then  go  to  sleep  without  a  worry  or  fear  of  their  ponies’ 
wandering  away. 

A  May  shower  came  up  suddenly  and  we  all  had  a  great 
time  protecting  ourselves  from  getting  thoroughly  soaked  by 
the  rain,  adding  to  our  discomfort.  Presently,  Mr.  Maze 
stopped  for  our  noon  lunch  at  a  ranch  house  mostly  built 
up  of  sod.  It  all  looked  so  strange  to  us.  We  enjoyed  our 
lunch  and  were  eager  to  go  on,  as  travel  was  slow  with  such 
a  heavy  load.  The  horses,  though  big  and  powerful,  were 
tired  from  having  turned  over  new  prairie  sod,  and  they 
gave  out  when  we  were  a  mile  and  a  half  from  our  destina¬ 
tion.  My  husband  unhitched  the  team  and  led  them,  while 
we  all  walked  with  him.  There  never  was  a  more  hungry 
and  tired  set  of  women  and  children  than  we  were.  We 
arrived  about  9 : 00  p.  m.,  and  how  glad  we  were  to  be  at 
our  new  home  at  last ! 

Our  nearest  English-speaking  neighbor  was  Mrs.  Rich¬ 
ard  Rice.  The  men  had  engaged  her  to  bake  their  bread. 
They  always  had  such  big  appetites  that  it  kept  her  very 
busy  baking  bread  for  four  husky  laborers.  Their  work  was 
very  hard,  getting  the  sod  all  ready  for  the  houses. 

They  had  a  big  iron  pot  full  of  potatoes,  boiled  in  their 
jackets,  ready  for  us.  They  did  not  always  have  butter  for 
their  bread,  and  when  they  did  not,  they  made  “lalakdope,” 
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which  was  made  by  browning  flour  in  bacon  fat,  pouring 
into  it  a  little  water,  and  stirring  until  it  thickened.  It  was 
then  ready  to  be  eaten  with  the  bread,  potatoes,  meat  and 
coffee. 

The  sod  house  was  about  16  x  24  feet,  it  had  rained  so 
much  of  the  time  while  the  sod  was  being  laid  that  grass 
was  growing  inside  the  walls.  There  was  nothing  but 
Mother  Earth  for  a  floor,  but  the  men  had  put  up  three  beds 
in  one  end  of  the  room  and  placed  a  few  clean  boards  on  the 
earthen  floor  and  covered  them  with  strips  of  rag  carpet. 
They  did  their  best  to  make  it  look  like  a  home.  My  brother 
was  making  window  frames  for  the  windows  when  we 
arrived. 

When  we  arose  very  early  the  next  morning,  Mr.  Maze 
called  to  me  to  come  and  look  up  the  valley.  There  was  the 
nicest  antelope !  He  stopped  and  looked  at  us  for  a  moment, 
then  scampered  away  over  the  hills.  Our  attention  next  was 
drawn  to  a  large  lagoon,  where  we  heard  the  cackling  and 
crowing  of  the  prairie  chickens.  There  were  wild  flowers 
all  around  us.  The  sun  was  shining  over  those  eastern  hills, 
we  were  full  of  life,  and  our  aim  was  a  home  of  our  own 
in  Nebraska. 

The  elevation  is  2,880  feet  above  sea  level,  and  the  air 
was  pure  and  fresh.  Oh,  if  I  could  only  bring  to  you  the 
inspiration  and  beauty  of  Wood  River  Valley. 

A  few  days  later,  we  made  the  discovery  that  the  house 
in  which  we  were  living  was  on  the  claim  of  O.  H.  Maze, 
instead  of  on  our  own,  so  we  were  compelled  to  build  an¬ 
other  sod  house.  We  divided  our  new  house,  20  x  14,  into 
two  rooms.  Deep  windows  at  each  end  of  the  rooms  gave  us 
plenty  of  sunlight  and  made  a  fine  place  for  my  flowers  and 
potted  plants.  Our  furniture  was  that  which  my  mother  had 
given  us  in  Indiana,  and  the  carpet  the  one  I  had  woven  on 
my  mother’s  loom. 

We  built  cattle  sheds,  hog  corrals,  and  granaries  of  sod. 
When  properly  laid  up,  the  long  bluestem  grass  served  ad- 
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mirably  for  the  purpose,  and  we  were  fortunate  to  have  it, 
because  no  stone  was  available,  and  it  was  next  to  impos¬ 
sible  to  obtain  fence  rails  on  these  prairies.  The  hogs  were 
obliged  to  wear  a  ring  in  their  snouts  to  prevent  their  root¬ 
ing  under  the  sod  walls,  which  were  about  three  feet  high. 

We  had  brought  some  young  cattle  and  milk  cows  from 
Indiana  to  our  new  home,  and  they  grew  fat  on  the  plentiful 
supply  of  wild  hay  and  buffalo  grass,  turnips  and  pumpkins, 
which  were  easy  to  grow  on  the  up-turned  sod.  Our  hogs 
gained  weight  rapidly  on  hubbard  squash  and  corn,  which 
were  very  plentiful.  I  never  saw  such  large  melons  and 
squash  as  those  grown  on  that  prairie.  The  turf,  once  turned 
under,  decayed,  the  roots  died  out,  and  the  soil  became  soft 
and  fine.  Its  fertility  and  richness  seemed  to  be  inexhaust¬ 
ible. 

Wild  fruits  and  berries  grew  in  rank  profusion  in  the 
canyons,  and  we  often  went  fruit  picking.  In  a  short  time, 
our  baskets  and  buckets  were  filled  with  delicious  berries; 
chokecherries  and  black  raspberries  being  especially  abun¬ 
dant.  We  purchased  cherry  seeders  and  canned  many  quarts, 
making  preserves  and  pies  with  the  remainder.  When 
cooked,  the  chokecherries  lost  their  bitter  flavor.  Buffalo 
berries,  which  grew  on  small  trees  along  the  Loup  River 
bank,  made  fine  jelly,  as  did  the  wild  gooseberries,  currants, 
and  plums. 

Because  the  elevation  was  so  high,  our  most  difficult  prob¬ 
lem  was  to  obtaining  water.  There  was  a  well  half  a  mile 
away.  Our  method  of  hauling  water  was  to  take  oil  barrels, 
burn  the  oil  out  until  the  inside  was  charred,  then  scraping 
this  off  until  we  got  down  to  the  new,  clean  surface  of  the 
wood.  We  would  place  as  many  barrels  as  possible  in  a 
wagon,  and  haul  the  water  from  our  neighbor’s  well.  We 
could  not  always  get  all  we  needed,  as  the  supply  was  very 
limited  at  times.  Oh,  how  we  longed  for  a  good  drink  of 
water  from  our  wells  back  home !  Later,  we  had  a  well  that 
was  about.  152  feet  deep.  It  was  dug  by  hand  by  Isaac  Bry- 
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ner,  as  we  had  no  hydraulic  system.  The  well  was  curbed 
up  two  and  one-half  to  three  feet  above  ground,  and  a  lid 
was  made  to  cover  it.  The  water  had  to  be  drawn  up  by 
hand  with  a  rope  attached  to  a  keg,  or  by  a  horse  which  was 
hitched  to  the  rope  and  led  by  one  person  while  another 
stayed  by  the  well  and  lifted  out  the  keg.  It  cost  a  small 
fortune  to  build  one  of  these  wells,  and  they  were  very  short 
lived,  lasting  only  about  three  years  at  the  longest.  This 
well  was  walled  with  pine  lumber,  and  in  a  few  years  the 
quicksand  came  in  from  the  bottom  and  it  began  to  cave  in. 
I  looked  out  of  the  house  one  morning  and  1  could  only 
see  the  head  of  the  horse  that  we  had  on  the  picket  rope. 
The  well  was  caving  in !  I  rushed  out  and  grabbed  the  rope, 
little  realizing  that  I  might  be  pulled  down,  too.  I  yelled 
frantically  to  my  brother-in-law,  who  came  to  help.  He  dug 
a  trench  in  front  of  the  horse  and  led  him  out  safely. 

It  was  while  Mr.  Bryner  was  digging  this  well,  that  I  had 
my  first  experience  of  an  earthquake.  I  was  in  the  house, 
when  all  of  a  sudden  the  dishes  began  to  rattle  and  things 
began  shaking.  I  rushed  out  to  see  if  my  little  boy  was  all 
right.  Finding  him  rather  enjoying  the  thrill,  I  rushed  on 
down  to  the  well,  where  the  men  were  working,  asking  them 
if  they  had  dropped  the  keg  of  dirt  on  Mr.  Bryner.  They 
had  not,  and  he  did  not  even  feel  the  jar.  They  explained 
what  it  was. 

We  had  small  lagoons  of  water  which  we  used  for  laundry 
purposes  and  for  the  stock.  We  could  not  use  it  for  drink¬ 
ing,  as  it  had  alkali  on  the  bottom.  Many  of  these  places 
were  made  by  buffalo  herds  coming  together  in  thousands, 
and  after  grazing  to  their  full  capacity,  they  would  gather 
in  herds,  stamping  the  earth  when  the  season  was  warm  and 
flies  were  bad.  This  cemented  the  earth,  forming  lagoons, 
which  sometimes  held  water  the  year  around. 

The  men,  after  working  hard  all  day,  would  often  go  to 
the  nearest  spring,  six  or  seven  miles  away,  for  pure,  cold 
water.  As  I  read  my  Bible,  I  think  of  Isaac  and  Jacob’s 
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well  and  the  many  cisterns  in  the  Holy  Land.  I  have  a  pic¬ 
ture  in  my  mind  of  the  well  where  our  Saviour  met  the 
Samaritan  woman  and  held  that  wonderful  conversation. 
When  He  asked  her  for  a  drink  of  water,  the  woman  said, 
“Sir,  thou  hast  nothing  to  drink  from  and  the  well  is  deep : 
from  whence  then  has  thou  that  living  water?  Art  thou 
greater  than  our  father,  Jacob,  which  gave  us  the  well,  and 
drank  thereof  himself,  and  his  children  and  his  cattle?” 
Jesus  answered  and  said  unto  her,  “Whosoever  drinketh  of 
this  water  shall  thirst  again :  but  the  water  that  I  shall  give 
him  shall  be  in  him  a  well  of  water  springing  up  into  ever¬ 
lasting  life.” 

One  evening  about  9:00  o’clock,  Uncle  Billie,  who  lived 
near,  had  started  on  a  flatboat  to  our  house  to  get  drinking 
water.  He  had  a  barrel  on  the  flatboat,  and  the  flatboat  was 
pulled  by  his  oxen,  Buck  and  Jerry.  Presently,  he  heard  a 
pack  of  coyotes.  He  was  usually  a  happy-go-lucky  fellow 
who  sang  and  whistled  while  he  worked.  All  of  a  sudden, 
the  whistling  had  ceased.  Usually  two  or  three  coyotes 
would  chase  a  jackrabbit,  and  when  this  number  all  barked 
and  howled  at  once,  you  would  think  there  was  a  regiment 
of  them.  This  is  what  Uncle  Billy  pictured  chasing  him. 
By  the  time  he  and  the  oxen  had  arrived  at  our  place,  they 
were  all  out  of  breath,  and  panting  hard.  There  was  Uncle 
Billie,  trying  to  sit  and  hold  fast  on  top  of  the  barrel,  while 
the  oxen  were  running  at  breakneck  speed.  Well,  they  won 
the  race,  and  the  coyotes,  I  presume,  got  their  jackrabbit. 
As  we  look  back  on  it  all  now,  it  seems  laughable  when  we 
think  how  afraid  Uncle  Billie  was  of  a  coyote  or  two  chas¬ 
ing  a  mere  jackrabbit.  Uncle  Billie  and  his  brother,  Isaac, 
came  from  West  Virginia  for  the  material  things  of  life. 
I  am  thankful  that  they  gave  their  hearts  to  God  in  one  of 
our  revivals.  They  have  gone  Home  where  there  will  be  no 
more  parting  of  friends. 

When  we  women  and  children  first  arrived  at  Lodi,  we 
had  a  bachelor  neighbor  on  the  north,  Charles  Johnson.  He 
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had  come  from  Canada  the  previous  year,  and  was  living 
on  his  claim.  His  soddie  was  16x16.  He  consented  to 
take  in  William  Bryner’s  wife  and  little  boy,  Eddie.  To  cele¬ 
brate  my  twenty-second  birthday,  my  sister  in  Indiana  had 
made  me  a  birthday  cake  before  I  left,  and  I  had  carried  it 
through  in  my  hat  box  of  my  trunk.  For  my  birthday  on 
May  26th,  I  invited  the  Bryners  and  Mr.  Charles  Johnson 
to  dinner.  The  whole  colony  of  the  four  families  who  had 
come  to  this  new  county  of  Custer,  with  Mr.  Johnson  as  our 
guest,  had  a  real  .feast.  We  had  cured  ham,  potatoes,  many 
of  our  canned  goods,  jellies  and  preserves,  and  of  course  I 
made  pies,  since  men  always  like  them.  It  was  a  real  treat 
to  those  hungry  men  who  had  been  batching  from  the  time 
they  landed  on  their  claims.  Of  course,  we  wore  our  best 
clothes,  our  wedding  clothes.  Mr.  Johnson,  having  worn 
out  his  best  shoes,  wore  his  bedroom  slippers.  They  were 
all  embroidered.  That  made  a  striking  impression  on  me. 
That  day,  I  noticed  that  Mrs.  Bryner  was  not  feeling  well 
and  had  some  temperature.  Next  day,  Mr.  Bryner  came  for 
me,  saying  his  wife  was  sick  in  bed.  I  took  my  nine-months- 
old  boy  with  me  to  go  over  to  Mr.  Johnson’s  sod  house, 
where  the  Bryners  were  living.  When  I  saw  Mrs.  Bryner, 
I  said,  “You  have  the  measles.”  I  took  in  the  situation  at  a 
glance,  and  told  my  husband  I  was  in  for  it.  I  must  be  nurse 
and  housekeeper  and  stay  there,  even  though  my  little  boy 
was  liable  to  take  the  measles  from  my  sister-in-law. 

As  I  mentioned  before,  Mr.  Johnson’s  house  was  16  x  16. 
Two  beds  were  on  either  side  of  the  room.  The  beds  took 
up  most  of  one  end,  with  just  enough  space  for  a  small  table 
between  the  beds.  We  had  to  sit  on  the  side  of  the  beds,  as 
we  partook  of  our  food.  We  then  had  to  remove  the  dishes 
and  other  things  and  take  the  small  table  outside  of  the  house 
for  the  night.  A  small  cook  stove  was  in  one  of  the  four 
corners  of  the  room.  Cooking  utensils  were  left  on  the  stove 
and  elsewhere.  I  told  Mr.  Maze  he  must  go  back  to  our 
house  and  bring  me  my  feather  bed.  This  had  to  be  a  pallet 
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for  a  bed  on  the  fourth  corner  of  the  room.  Trunks  had  to 
be  moved  out-of-doors  or  pushed  back  under  the  beds.  We 
had  only  one  chair  which  we  had  brought  with  us  from  Plum 
Creek  when  Mr.  Maze  met  the  womenfolks  there.  He  also 
bought  four  stool-chairs  at  one  dollar  each.  Now,  we  loaned 
this  sick  woman  one  of  them.  Mr.  Johnson  had  made  two 
stools  out  of  slabs  of  cottonwood  logs,  and  placed  wooden 
legs  in  them.  There  was  a  small  bench  which  he  had  made 
near  the  small  stove  for  a  water  pail  and  drinking  cup.  The 
first  day  I  was  there,  I  got  busy  making  a  small  cupboard 
for  the  dishes  and  victuals.  It  was  made  out  of  an  Arbuckle 
coffee  box,  about  the  size  of  an  ordinary  trunk.  This  had 
to  be  placed  near  the  stove.  I  could  use  the  saw  and  ham¬ 
mer  very  cleverly,  it  didn’t  take  me  long  before  I  had  two 
or  three  shelves  in  the  cupboard  and  a  nice  white  cloth  nailed 
to  the  top  of  the  box,  dropping  down  for  a  door. 

Next  morning,  I  was  up  early  and  baked  pancakes  for 
breakfast.  Of  course,  we  ate  our  breakfast  out-of-doors, 
and  how  our  host  praised  my  cooking!  There  were  pan¬ 
cakes  for  all  and  plenty  of  syrup  and  coffee.  In  these 
bachelor  homes,  there  were  also  always  plenty  of  boiled  pota¬ 
toes  in  their  jackets  ready  to  fry  for  breakfast  in  bacon 
grease  or  lard. 

My  brother,  I.  N.  Goar,  came  to  see  how  we  were  getting 
along,  as  his  wife  and  three  children  had  not  had  the  measles. 
Pie  told  me  to  bring  the  little  boy  back  to  our  home  with  him 
and  that  I  could  go  back  and  forth  to  do  the  work  and  look 
after  my  sick  sister-in-law. 

Our  little  boy  didn’t  take  the  measles,  nor  did  my  broth¬ 
er’s  family.  Mrs.  Bryner  got  along  very  well  with  our 
common  drug  remedies.  When  she  was  convalescing,  Mr. 
Johnson  came  down  with  the  measles. 

God  was  very  good  to  us  all.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bryner  proved 
up  on  their  homestead  and  moved  to  California,  all  three 
of  the  Bryners  are  dead  and  buried  in  the  cemetery  near 
Oakley,  California.  Mr.  Johnson  married  one  of  our  pio- 
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neer  girls  and  raised  a  family.  She  passed  on  many  years 
ago  and  is  buried  at  Lodi  Cemetery,  Nebraska,  he  is  still 
living  here  at  the  University  Place  in  Lincoln,  Nebraska. 

When  our  second  child  was  on  the  way,  I  had  Mr.  Maze 
go  and  see  Mrs.  Welch,  a  sheep-herder’s  wife,  who  lived 
about  seven  miles  away  near  where  Callaway  is  now  located. 
Of  course,  there  were  no  hospitals  near  us.  1  had  been  told 
that  Mrs.  Welch  was  a  midwife  and  could  go  when  engaged 
beforehand.  Pier  fee  was  three  dollars. 

When  I  got  the  evidence  that  the  stork  would  soon  be 
visiting  me,  I  hung  out  a  white  signal,  so  Mr.  Maze  could 
see  it.  He  was  working  about  a  mile  from  our  home.  He 
came  and  rode  over  for  the  midwife.  Previous  to  this,  I 
had  broken  my  lamp,  and  now  was  wondering  what  I  should 
do.  I  saw  my  sister-in-law,  and  asked  her  to  loan  me  her 
lamp,  then  I  provided  her  with  my  lantern. 

Mr.  Maze  and  the  shepherd’s  wife  had  now  arrived.  I 
had  very  hard  labor  and  Mrs.  Welch  could  not  help  me,  so 
I  had  Mr.  Maze  go  after  the  Norwegian  midwife,  Mrs.  Bane- 
bridge.  She,  by  providing  simple  remedies,  soon  had  the 
labor  pains  changed.  The  next  morning,  the  child  was  born. 
I  was  so  weak  that  I  didn’t  care  to  see  my  dear  little  boy. 
This  second  midwife  saved  my  life  and  that  of  the  baby, 
but  the  former  midwife  claimed  the  fee.  Spartan  mothers 
of  the  prairie!  No  hospitals,  no  doctors,  no  nurses,  no  sani¬ 
tary  facilities  whatsoever,  no  medicine  save  the  most  primi¬ 
tive  remedies  to  help  in  your  travail. 

When  the  child  was  three  days  old,  Mr.  Maze  and  my 
brother,  who  had  previously  formed  a  partnership  in  cattle, 
had  to  go  to  Plum  Creek  to  give  their  notes  for  a  windmill 
on  my  brother’s  place  to  pump  the  water  for  the  cattle ! 
That  night  after  they  had  departed,  I  had  a  dream.  We 
were  so  hard-pressed  for  money  that  it  preyed  on  my  mind 
constantly.'  I  dreamed  that  I  placed  my  hand  into  a  feather 
pillow  and  drew  out  a  piece  of  money  about  the  size  of  a 
half  dollar,  then  I  took  a  piece  of  paper  and  a  pencil,  and 
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wrote  down  the  things  I  needed  most — a  lamp  flue,  some 
sugar  (I  had  only  one-half  cup  in  the  house  for  two  months 
and  was  saving  it  for  the  stork),  a  sack  of  flour,  and  a  keg 
of  syrup.  Then  I  awoke,  and  the  dream  was  gone. 

My  father  had  told  me  that  if  I  ever  needed  money,  I 
should  write  to  him,  but  I  had  too  much  pride  for  that. 
When  Mr.  Maze  returned  home  from  Plum  Creek,  he  had 
ten  dollars  that  my  father  had  sent  by  his  hired  man. 

In  order  to  save  money,  or  because  of  lack  of  money,  I 
kept  a  girl  to  help  us  for  only  one  week.  I  then  did  my  own 
work.  I  worked  in  the  garden  out  in  the  chilly  air,  and  the 
result  was  a  severe  cold.  I  called  my  brother,  telling  him 
to  bring  me  some  quinine  and  other  home  remedies.  I 
doubled  the  doses.  Plow  sick  I  was,  but  God  spared  my  life 
and  after  62  years,  I  am  writing  this  story  at  the  age  of 
eighty-one  years. 

About  this  time,  my  parents  paid  me  the  first  visit.  How 
glad  I  was  to  see  them!  I  had  been  so  homesick  for  my 
parental  home,  although  I  was  determined  to  stay  with  the 
homestead.  My  parents  enjoyed  this  new  country,  especially 
going  over  in  the  canyons  by  the  South  Loup  River  to  gather 
the  wild  gooseberries  and  currants.  We  made  pies  and  jel¬ 
lies  of  this  fruit.  What  a  blessing  it  was  that  we  had  this 
wild  fruit!  My  birthday  was  in  May  and  Father  gave  me 
a  dollar  to  spend.  I  had  so  many  places  for  that  I  hardly 
knew  what  to  buy  with  it.  I  finally  decided  to  get  my  baby’s 
picture  taken  when  we  took  my  parents  back  to  Plum  Creek 
on  their  return  home.  Never  was  a  dollar  more  wisely  spent 
than  that  one. 

When  our  laughing,  blue-eyed  boy  was  about  nine  months 
old,  he  had  a  very  hard  spell  of  cholera  infantum.  Mr.  Maze 
was  away  at  the  time  at  Plum  Creek.  It  took  two  days  to 
go  and  come  and  stay  overnight.  It  was  only  by  carrying 
out  some  of  the  simple  remedies  I  had  learned  from  my 
mother  that  I  saved  the  baby’s  life. 

When  little  Earl  was  about  ten  months  old,  an  epidemic 
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of  dysentery  broke  out  among  the  homesteaders.  This  was 
truly  a  horrible  disease.  The  first  one  to  die  in  our  colony 
was  little  Cecil  Maze,  infant  son  of  O.  H.  Maze,  a  brother 
of  my  husband.  Cecil  was  their  only  child.  Up  to  this  time, 
no  plans  had  been  made  for  a  cemetery,  and  now  O.  H.  Maze 
gave  one-half  acre  of  ground  and  Peter  Johnson,  a  Nor¬ 
wegian  neighbor  another  half  acre,  and  this  was  used  as  a 
cemetery.  Little  Cecil  was  the  first  child  to  be  buried  in  our 
new  cemetery. 

We  had  a  bachelor  neighbor  who  had  come  from  an  east¬ 
ern  state  and  took  up  a  claim  down  the  valley  about  six  miles 
from  us  and  opened  a  little  store  of  such  things  as  the  com¬ 
munity  had  to  have.  Mr.  John  Moran,  an  Irish  Catholic, 
who  was  the  owner  of  the  store,  made  it  his  business  to  call 
and  ask  after  the  settlers’  health  when  he  heard  of  sickness 
in  the  neighborhood.  The  morning  after  my  little  nephew 
died,  I  met  him  with  my  small  son  in  my  arms  and  told  him 
of  the  sad  death  of  my  sister-in-law’s  baby.  I  told  him  that 
I  had  a  premonition  that  my  baby  would  be  next.  He  tried 
to  cheer  me  up  by  saying  he  thought  it  only  a  delusion. 

However,  in  one  week,  our  darling  was  taken  from  us. 
The  face  grew  pinched  and  his  strong  limbs  feeble  and  tired, 
his  large  blue  eyes  were  filled  with  pain  and  suffering.  In 
spite  of  all  we  could  do,  he  passed  away  one  week  from  the 
day  my  little  nephew  was  buried.  Words  fail  to  describe 
my  agonizing  pain  as  I  stood  beside  the  dead  body  of  my 
baby,  his  lips  stiff  and  cold,  his  lovely  eyes  closed  forever, 
tie  had  just  been  learning  to  say  a  few  words,  and  bis  mind 
was  clear  and  he  asked  for  water  until  the  last  breath. 

He  had  never  worn  any  shoes,  and  when  I  saw  that  he 
could  not  live,  I  had  Grandmother  Bryner  card  and  spin 
some  wool  and  knit  the  baby  a  pair  of  stockings.  They  were 
of  white  wool.  My  sister  from  Indiana  had  previously  sent 
me  a  red  'flannel  petticoat  with  pretty  crocheted  lace  on  it, 
and  my  sister,  Mrs.  Mary  Ward,  who  had  previously  moved 
to  Nebraska,  gave  me  her  little  son’s  embroidered  white 
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dress.  So  after  he  was  dressed  and  placed  in  the  little  hand¬ 
made  casket,  he  looked  quite  warm  and  comfortable.  Little 
had  I  thought,  when  Father  felled  a  large  poplar  tree  in  his 
woods  and  made  it  into  a  large  box  which  would  just  fit 
into  the  immigration  car  for  my  household  effects  that  I  was 
moving  to  Nebraska,  that  it  would  later  be  used  for  the 
rough  box  and  casket  for  this  child.  We  had  a  neighbor  who 
made  the  casket.  We  bought  the  cotton  material  from  Mr. 
Moran,  who  had  such  material  that  the  farmer  could  use. 
Black  cotton  cloth  covered  the  casket  outside  and  cheap  white 
muslin  was  used  to  line  the  inside.  We  tacked  narrow  white 
lace  around  the  edge  inside.  We  had  four  such  caskets 
trimmed  in  our  home  that  fall. 

Then,  a  fear  took  hold  of  me — I  thought  I  never  could 
stand  to  hear  them  nail  the  lid  on.  We  had  a  layman  to  offi¬ 
ciate,  Mr.  David  Bain,  who  was  a  coal  miner  from  Brade- 
wood,  Illinois.  He  was  now  our  neighbor,  and  lived  on  a 
claim  one  mile  south  of  us.  He  was  a  Scotch  Presbyterian 
and  we  were  very  happy  to  know  he  would  officiate. 

My  older  son  also  had  the  same  disease.  We  thought  for 
a  while  that  we  would  have  to  bury  both  of  our  sons  in  the 
same  casket.  However,  since  he  was  almost  three  years  old, 
he  could  resist  the  disease  better.  When  my  neighbors  sang 
“Safe  in  the  Arms  of  Jesus,”  I  just  thought  I  never  could 
give  up  the  child.  Then,  when  I  looked  into  the  face  of  my 
living  child,  I  said  to  myself,  “Not  another  tear.  I  must 
live  and  brace  up  for  this  dear  boy.” 

The  neighbors  then  took  the  dear  little  casket  in  their 
wagon  and  placed  it  in  the  newly-made  grave  beside  little 
Cecil.  I  did  not  go  with  them  to  the  cemetery.  I  stayed 
with  my  living  child.  Neighbors  all  helped  in  sickness  and 
death. 

Since  my  husband  and  I  have  been  Christians  these  fifty- 
nine  years  and  working  for  the  Master,  I  can  say  with  David, 
“Not  another  tear,  I  can  go  to  him.” — “The  Lord  giveth 
and  he  taketh  away,  blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord.” 
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The  third  death  was  that  of  little  Willie  Bryner,  who  was 
only  sick  three  days.  The  fourth  child  was  Peter  Johnson’s. 
Mr.  Johnson  was  the  Norwegian  who  made  all  the  coffins. 
It  looked  as  though  our  new  cemetery  was  filling  up  very 
fast,  and  before  another  year,  three  grown  people  had  passed 
away,  William  Thomas  and  his  sister,  Zora;  and  our  neigh¬ 
bor,  a  Norwegian  who  had  just  moved  out  from  Chicago, 
a  Mr.  Sibert  Johnson.  Pie  was  a  cobbler,  and  they  were 
very  poor.  His  poor  widow  and  two  small  children  were 
taken  into  a  neighbor’s  home — the  home  of  Mr.  Oliver 
Kolbo,  who  was  a  neighbor  of  ours.  Mr.  Kolbo  was  a 
deeply  religious  man,  and  he  would  call  his  brothers  and 
sisters  to  the  little  sod  schoolhouse  which  was  built  shortly 
after  their  arrival  into  this  locality  and  thank  God  for  His 
blessings  in  providing  each  family  with  a  home  and  a  sod 
schoolhouse  in  which  to  worship  on  the  Sabbath  Day. 
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CHAPTER  VI 

ONCE,  while  I  was  picking  berries  over  in  the  canyons 
near  the  South  Loup  River,  I  had  a  minor  fright.  I 
had  picked  all  the  berries  that  were  in  sight,  but  thinking 
there  might  be  some  under  the  leaves,  I  began  brushing  them 
away  when  I  heard  a  terrible  growl,  and  there,  humped  up 
under  the  leaves  was  a  big  wildcat  I  didn’t  waste  any  time 
departing.  Another  time,  while  picking  plums,  I  startled  a 
young  deer,  and  he  scampered  away  over  the  hills. 

The  canyons  were  beautiful.  One  place  was  so  steep  that 
it  was  called  “The  Devil’s  Gap.”  The  sides  of  the  hills  were 
almost  perpendicular — one  hundred  feet  or  more;  and  after 
about  sixty  feet,  there  was  a  natural  street  then  sloping  onto 
the  top  of  the  hill.  As  I  would  stand  and  look  at  its  beauty, 
I  would  think,  “God  had  His  street  laid  out  in  this  canyon 
for  us.” 

My  husband  was  fond  of  hunting  and  was  a  good  shot. 
Every  time  he  went  out,  he  brought  down  several  prairie 
chickens,  and  they  were  very  good  eating.  At  the  present 
time,  nearly  all  are  driven  out  by  the  importing  of  the  Chi¬ 
nese  pheasant.  Grouse,  jackrabbits,  and  other  small  game 
were  plentiful.  But  like  the  buffalo,  they  were  soon  threat¬ 
ened  with  extermination.  The  State  Game  Law  was  finally 
enacted,  but  not  until  it  was  almost  too  late  to  save  the  wild 
game  of  the  prairie. 

Winter  in  the  west  was  shorter  than  in  the  east,  but  the 
cold  was  of  greater  intensity.  The  climate  on  the  prairie 
was  subject  to  sudden  and  extreme  changes.  Temperature 
rose  many  degrees  in  a  few  hours  and  fell  just  as  rapidly. 

One  of  these  sudden  changes  nearly  cost  my  husband  his 
life.  It  was  our  first  blizzard,  late  in  the  fall  of  1883.  My 
husband  had  been  hauling  feed  for  the  cattle,  and  my  brother 
had  been  working  on  his  sod  house.  They  started  for  home 
about  dusk,  riding  in  the  big  wagon  drawn  by  our  two 
horses.  We  just  had  one  team  of  horses  for  both  families. 
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It  had  rained  slightly  all  day,  and  suddenly  a  “Northerner” 
set  in  and  blew  a  terrible  gale.  It  became  difficult  to  guide 
the  horses  in  the  sudden  darkness,  and  the  cold  grew  so  in¬ 
tense  it  made  them  sleepy.  When  they  failed  to  return  at 
the  usual  time,  I  wrapped  my  little  boy  in  a  shawl  and  ran 
over  to  my  sister-in-law’s  just  across  the  road,  to  see  what 
we  could  do,  for  I  knew  the  men  must  be  lost  and  in  danger 
of  freezing  to  death.  We  decided  to  place  a  light  on  the 
clothesline  post,  in  an  effort  to  direct  them  toward  home. 
Sure  enough,  after  wandering  around  aimlessly  in  the  blind¬ 
ing  snow,  they  spied  the  light,  and  it  saved  their  lives.  This 
was  our  first  experience  with  a  Nebraska  blizzard. 

Two  years  later,  Mr.  Maze  had  another  narrow  escape. 
He  had  driven  forty  miles  to  Cozad  with  a  big  wagonload 
of  cedar  posts,  for  which  he  received  twenty  cents  apiece. 
When  he  was  about  four  miles  from  home  on  the  return 
trip,  he  missed  the  trail  in  one  of  those  sudden  storms,  and 
the  wagon  stuck  in  a  snow  bank.  He  unhitched  the  horses, 
gave  them  their  freedom,  and  trusted  to  them  to  find  the 
way  home.  Fortunately  for  him,  they  did,  although  it  was 
nearly  ten  o’clock  at  night  when  they  arrived. 

Snowstorms  often  raged  for  forty-eight  hours  or  more, 
during  which  time  we  could  not  see  ten  feet  from  the  sod 
house.  We  were  thankful  that  we  had  ear  corn  to  burn  that 
year,  for  it  made  a  very  hot  fire  which  was  needed  to  force 
our  little  cook  stove  to  heat  our  two  rooms.  The  thick  sod 
walls  afforded  good  protection  against  the  cold  winds  which 
howled  around  the  house  searching  for  a  crevice  to  enter, 
but  the  stove  was  kept  on  duty  both  day  and  night,  and 
kept  us  warm  and  snug. 

How  we  rejoiced  at  the  first  signs  of  spring!  The  mild 
evenings,  the  warm  breezes,  and  the  thousands  of  tiny 
voices  of  peep-frogs  proclaiming  their  release  from  the  icy 
grip  of  winter  gave  us  new  hope. 

My  two  sisters-in-law  and  I  were  all  alone  one  day  when 
we  heard  the  galloping  of  horses  outside  the  house.  On 
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looking  out  the  window,  we  saw  two  cowboys  coming  up 
to  our  sod  house.  Of  course,  we  had  to  go  out  and  meet  them 
to  see  what  they  wanted.  One  big,  burly  Negro,  who  was 
known  as  a  desperado  and  was  called  “Nigger  Jim,”  had 
on  a  belt  lined  with  cartridges  and  his  six-shooter.  All  were 
dressed  in  cowboy  style — leather  chaps  and  broad  sombreros. 
I  spoke  to  them.  They  inquired  if  we  had  seen  any  cattle 
or  ponies,  as  their  fence  had  been  cut  and  some  had  strayed. 
I  told  them  we  hadn’t  seen  any,  and  they  rode  away  and 
we  were  unmolested. 

We  had  to  be  on  the  alert,  as  there  had  been  many  hos¬ 
tilities  trying  to  drive  out  the  homesteaders.  Some  home¬ 
steaders  by  the  name  of  Ketchum  and  Mitchell  staked  off 
their  claims  east  of  us  near  the  South  Loup  River  in  this 
Olive  Ranch.  The  cowboys  tried  to  drive  them  off  and 
stirred  up  trouble,  because  these  claims  were  inside  of  the 
Olive  Ranch.  The  quarrel  ended  by  the  cowboys’  catching 
these  men,  hanging  them  to  a  tree,  torturing,  shooting,  and 
building  up  a  pile  of  faggots  under  them  and  burning  them. 
This  they  did  as  a  warning  to  other  homesteaders  to  stay 
out. 

Northwest  of  the  Loup  River  was  a  settler  by  the  name 
of  Mr.  Schrier,  who  kept  the  post  office  at  the  place  called 
Triumph.  He  heard  of  the  killing  of  these  men,  came  and 
cut  down  their  bodies,  dug  a  grave,  and  buried  them.  I  have 
seen  their  graves  or  the  mounds  of  earth  under  which  they 
lay.  I  shall  place  a  poem  here  that  our  former  editor,  Mr. 
George  B.  Maier,  had  published  in  the  Callaivay  Courier 
to  the  memory  of  his  dear  wife,  who  was  converted  in  my 
husband’s  second  revival  meeting  held  over  on  the  South 
Loup  River  in  a  sod  schoolhouse  known  as  the  Custer 
Schoolhouse.  Mr.  Maier  was  quite  a  poet.  He  won  the 
prize  for  a  short  story  in  Emerson  Purcell’s  book  of  “Pio¬ 
neer  Days  in  Custer  County.”  I  knew  him  personally  very 
well. 
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LOOKING  BACKWARD 


“The  Old  Olive  Ranch” 

In  a  bend  of  the  South  Loup  River, 

Not  far  from  Callaway  town, 

Stands  the  old  ranch  house  of  the  Olives, 
Range  kings  of  past  renown, 

Defying  Time’s  ravaging  fingers, 

Summer  gale  and  wintry  blast, 

A  hoary  and  battered  relic 
Of  a  half-forgotten  past. 

For  years  it  stood  as  a  landmark 
In  the  midst  of  the  desert  gray, 

When  the  hectic  life  of  the  prairie 
Surged  past  in  a  bygone  day. 

Its  corral  was  a  wide  arena 

Where  rough,  rude  sports  were  staged, 
Where  broncho  busters  and  ropers 
In  contests  of  skill  engaged. 

No  weary  and  wandering  outcast, 

From  the  outside  world  aloof, 

Was  ever  denied  a  welcome 
Under  its  sheltering  roof. 

Over  it  still  broods  the  glamour 
Of  the  days  of  past  romance, 

Ere  the  frontier  had  receded 
Before  the  settler’s  advance. 

Those  who  builded  its  walls  of  cedar, 

And  reveled  within  its  door, 

In  the  pristine  days  of  the  border 
Are  riding  the  range  no  more. 
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LOOKING  BACKWARD 

They  have  gone  with  the  Texas  longhorns 
That  grazed  on  the  buffalo  sod — 

Vanished  like  mists  of  the  morning 
From  the  trails  they  rode  roughshod. 

Gazing  out  through  its  broken  windows 
Over  the  shimmering  plain, 

I  see  homes  of  peaceful  farmers, 

And  fields  of  waving  grain. 

But  as  evening  shadows  gather, 

And  hill  and  valley  enfold, 

In  fancy  I  again  see  the  drama 
Of  the  frontier  days  of  old. 

Wranglers,  night-herders,  and  cowboys, 
Armed,  spurred  and  bedizened,  pass  by, 

A  dim  and  ghostly  procession 

In  the  gloom  of  the  darkening  sky. 

I  can  hear  the  chuck  wagon’s  rattle 
Coming  in  at  the  close  of  the  day 
When  the  dust  of  the  riotous  roundup 
Has  settled  and  cleared  away. 

Now  a  deep  rumbling  sound  in  the  distance — • 
The  rush  of  the  dread  stampede, 

Plunging  madly  over  the  prairie, 

With  a  frantic  bull  in  the  lead. 

The  thund’ring  staccato  of  hoof-beats, 

And  the  roar  of  the  wind  and  the  rain, 
With  the  shouts  of  pursuing  herders, 

In  a  weird  and  wild  refrain. 

Then  comes  another  procession 

Of  spirits  whose  deeds  are  unsung, 

Who  haunted  the  South  Loup  River 
In  the  days  when  the  West  was  young. 
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LOOKING  BACKWARD 


Doc  Middleton,  Arnold,  Jack  Nolan, 

Kid  Wade,  a  sinister  band, 

Whose  daring  exploits  are  now  legends 
In  the  lore  of  the  border  land. 

The  shades  of  Mitchell  and  Ketchum 
Float  by  as  I  almost  nap, 

To  meet  their  doom  at  the  ghastly 
Scene  in  the  Devil’s  Gap. 

Which  ended  the  reign  of  the  cowboy 
In  the  land  where  he  blazed  the  way 
For  the  dugout  and  homestead  soddy, 

And  the  dawn  of  a  better  day. 

Then  let  the  old  Olive  ranch  house 
Stand,  a  historic  milestone 
On  the  pathway  that  led  to  the  sunset 
In  the  halcyon  days  long  gone. 

A  sacred  and  honored  relic 
Of  no  less  enduring  renown 
Than  the  old  log  courthouse  that  nestles 
In  the  bosom  of  Callaway  town. 

— Georgf,  B.  Maier. 
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CHAPTER  VII 

Our  Conversion 


WERE  converted  in  a  large  tent  in  the  open  prairie, 


’  ’  not  far  from  Lodi.  The  beginning  of  the  Evangelical 
Church  in  Custer  County,  Nebraska,  it  was  in  the  year  1886. 
Rev.  S.  J.  Shupp  was  the  pioneer  missionary  and  lived  at 
Plum  Creek,  in  the  Platte  River  Valley,  tie  had  to  travel 
across  the  hills  from  the  valley  of  the  Platte  until  he  reached 
Wood  River  Valley  at  the  Jennings  neighborhood,  where 
he  preached  in  a  sod  schoolhouse.  He  was  a  very  successful 
minister,  there  were  few  ministers  of  this  denomination  in 
the  country  at  that  time.  Later  on,  the  Evangelical  Asso¬ 
ciation  sent  Rev.  L.  G.  Brooker,  a  converted  cowboy 
preacher,  to  take  this  appointment  farther  northwest  in  Cus¬ 
ter  County.  Here  he  found  a  ready  response  from  the  few 
settlers,  and  as  there  was  not  a  sod  schoolhouse  at  that  time, 
Uncle  Joe  Thurman  invited  him  to  hold  services  in  their 
sod  home.  He  organized  a  Sunday  School.  It  was  held  at 
1 : 30  P.  M.,  and  preaching  was  to  follow  immediately  after 
the  closing  of  Sunday  School.  Mrs.  Charlie  Mougey,  a 
young  bride,  played  the  organ. 

On  up  about  six  miles  farther  was  a  ranch  owned  by 
Father  Savage.  He  was  a  retired  Methodist  minister  from 
Rochester,  Minnesota.  Pie  came  west  to  get  land  and  estab¬ 
lish  a  ranch  for  his  large  family  of  boys.  One  of  his  sons 
who  followed  in  his  father’s  footsteps  was  the  well-known 
Charles  Savage  of  the  “People’s  Church”  in  Omaha.  Now 
that  the  ranch  was  established,  Father  Savage  called  on  the 
settlers  asking  them  to  lend  their  influence  and  open  up  their 
homes  for  the  worship  of  God.  He  finally  succeeded.  O.  PI. 
Maze  let  him  have  his  home  to  preach  in  every  other  Sab¬ 
bath  Day  in  the  afternoon  at  3:00  P.  M. 

Rev.  Elsworth  was  the  Methodist  missionary,  having 
been  sent  west  by  his  conference  in  Illinois.  He  had  taken 
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LOOKING  BACKWARD 


up  a  claim  in  the  community  of  the  Savage  ranch  and  had 
established  a  preaching  place  in  Father  Savage's  home.  His 
conference  in  Illinois  met  in  the  fall  and  he  attended  this 
conference,  while  the  Rev.  L.  G.  Brooker  filled  the  appoint¬ 
ments.  Since  Rev.  Brooker  was  a  cowboy  and  ranchman, 
we  naturally  took  to  him,  and  he  supplanted  Reverend  Els- 
worth,  at  the  Lodi  appointment.  This  was  the  beginning  of 
the  Lodi  Evangelical  church.  Rev.  Brooker  lived  on  his 
homestead  in  the  Platte  Valley  and  his  nearest  town  was 
Plum  Creek  (known  later  as  Lexington).  lie  drove  ponies 
hitched  to  a  buggy  forty  or  fifty  miles  through  hills  and 
canyons  to  this  mission.  In  all  this,  we  see  the  leading  of 
God.  We  were  provided  with  our  homes,  the  sod  houses. 
None  of  us  had  the  deeds  to  our  land,  yet  we  were  thankful 
for  them,  and  He  sent  us  these  missionaries  to  look  after 
our  spiritual  wants.  This  missionary  circuit  was  about  sev¬ 
enty-five  miles,  and  extended  up  into  Sand  Valley,  North¬ 
west. 

Our  missionary,  Rev.  Brooker,  had  brought  a  large  tent 
which  was  pitched  near  Uncle  Joe  Thurman’s  home.  With 
him  came  these  ministers :  Revs.  C.  W.  Anthony,  P.  E., 
Joshiah  Holderman,  S.  J.  Shupp,  Paul  Gresley,  T.  G.  Fink 
and  Rev.  Pettit. 

Rev.  Brooker  had  previously  been  busy  calling  on  the  set¬ 
tlers,  and  we  were  all  responsive  to  the  need  of  a  revival 
which  was  announced,  to  continue  indefinitely.  My  sister- 
in-law  and  I  attended  the  opening  service,  which  was  held 
on  a  Saturday  afternoon  in  July,  1886.  There  were  not 
many  out  at  this  first  meeting — only  the  women  of  the  com¬ 
munity,  as  the  men  were  very  busy  putting  up  wild  hay. 
There  was  a  wonderful  spirit  manifested  at  this  first  meet¬ 
ing.  The  minister  asked  for  those  who  wanted  to  be  prayed 
for.  My  sister-in-law  arose  for  the  prayers  of  these  Godly 
men,  and  we  took  back  to  opr  homes  a  fine  report  of  the 
first  meeting.  As  this  was  for  our  men,  as  well  as  for  us, 
we  all  attended  the  evening  service,  which  was  more  spir- 
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itual  than  the  first  one.  When  the  altar  call  was  given,  my 
husband  and  I,  with  four  or  five  other  friends,  left  the  tent 
and  stood  outside  while  listening  to  the  singing  and  praying. 
Of  course,  that  was  God’s  way  of  convicting  a  sinner,  and 
the  conviction  was  beginning  its  work  in  all  of  our  hearts. 
We  had  all  been  brought  up  in  the  Sunday  Schools,  and  had 
listened  to  good  sermons  back  east,  but  this  was  too  much 
for  us. 

The  next  day  was  the  Sabbath  and  we  went  again  to  the 
big  meeting.  That  evening  we  with  those  neighbors  who 
had  left  the  tent  the  evening  before,  went  forward  and  de¬ 
cided  for  Christ  and  His  Church.  Our  earlier  experience  at 
Sunday  School  as  scholars  and  teachers  had  taken  a  safe 
lodging  in  our  minds  and  hearts.  Mr.  Maze  said  in  his  tes¬ 
timony,  “This  means  for  life.”  I  had  a  much  harder  strug¬ 
gle  than  he,  as  I  had  some  doubts,  and  could  not  quite 
understand  why  God  had  permitted  our  dear  little  blue-eyed 
boy,  who  always  had  a  smile  for  each  of  us,  to  be  taken  from 
us  the  previour  year.  I  had  to  give  up  my  will  to  His  will, 
then  I  should  know  the  truth. 

“Just  why  the  Lord  hath  led  so  strangely, 

As  we  have  held  Him  by  the  hand, 

Tho’  here,  we  may  not  know  the  reason, 

Up  there,  we’ll  clearly  understand. 

We’ll  understand  it  all  up  yonder, 

That  all  the  wray  the  Lord  hath  planned ; 

By  faith  in  Him,  we’ll  trust,  believing — 

Up  there,  we’ll  clearly  understand.” 

Our  conversion  was  a  wonderful  experience.  We  had 
come  west  to  find  a  home  and  now  we  had  located  on  the 
homestead,  but  God  never  slumbers  or  sleeps.  He  had  His 
eyes  on  our  future  welfare.  Our  conversion  was  to  mean 
the  beginning  of  our  life  work.  I  had  always  felt  the  need 
of  being  a  Christian,  and  I  wanted  to  know  more  of  the  life 
of  Jesus  and  His  power  to  save  and  keep.  He  suffered  and 
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was  nailed  on  the  cross  for  our  redemption.  Since  that  time, 
I  have  experienced  His  saving  power  in  my  life,  against  that 
day  when  I  went  to  be  numbered  among  the  redeemed  and 
when  He  shall  come  to  claim  the  Bride  of  the  Living  Church 
that  was  instituted  almost  two  thousand  years  ago.  As  I 
read  the  precious  Word  of  God,  I  know  it  was  love  that 
prompted  Him  to  give  all  He  had  to  redeem  men.  Jesus 
said,  “I  am  the  vine  and  ye  are  the  branches”  (John  15:5). 
He  has  commissioned  us  to  bear  fruit.  By  our  trials,  which 
represent  pruning,  we  are  to  draw  abundantly  from  the  vine. 
Good  fruit  we  can  tell  by  looking  at  it.  It  will  show  from 
where  it  derived  its  strength;  only  the  best  will  do  for  the 
Father. 

Mr.  Maze,  being  a  moral  young  man  in  his  home,  was 
chosen  to  teach  a  senior  class  of  old  men  who  sat  in  the 
“amen  corner,”  when  he  was  but  a  young  man  in  the  east. 
I,  as  a  moral  young  girl,  had  been  chosen  in  our  Union  Sun¬ 
day  School  to  help  in  the  singing,  and  to  teach  a  class  of 
girls.  Now,  these  seeds  that  were  planted  in  an  earlier  day 
were  springing  up  to  bear  much  fruit.  I  am  writing  this 
after  sixty-two  years.  Here  is  where  the  following  teaching 
comes  in:  “Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he  should  go:  and 
when  he  is  old,  he  will  not  depart  from  it”  (Proverbs  22:6). 
This  was  verified,  as  Christ  said  to  Peter,  “Feed  my  lambs,” 
and  later,  “Feed  my  sheep.”  How  thankful  we  were  for 
our  early  Christian  training.  I  think,  when  I  am  permitted 
to  enter  the  pearly  gates,  that  I  shall  seek  out  those  early 
missionaries  the  first  thing  after  greeting  my  Saviour. 

God  is  love,  and  His  word  is  truth.  If  only  more  people 
would  heed  His  teachings  and  think  of  these  things,  and  less 
of  the  things  of  the  world,  it  would  be  but  a  short  time  until 
this  world  would  be  won  for  Christ.  He  never  sleeps,  but 
watches  over  us  and  cares  for  our  material  wants  as  well  as 
our  spiritual  needs. 

Before  our  conversion,  we  were  so  grasping  for  the  ma¬ 
terial  things  of  this  world  that  my  husband  would  work 
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every  day,  sometimes  planning  to  take  a  load  of  grain  to 
Plum  Creek  on  a  Saturday,  or  bring  back  a  load  of  lumber 
on  Sunday.  I  always  prepared  a  lunch  for  him  to  take  along 
on  these  trips.  He  would  sleep  in  the  livery  barn  and  make 
coffee  on  the  barn  stove.  If  he  had  a  dime,  it  went  for 
hay  for  the  horses. 

Then  came  this  big  tent  meeting  where  we  were  converted. 
Now  things  had  to  change — no  more  desecration  of  the  Sab¬ 
bath  Day.  Our  home  is  now  permanent.  As  God  spoke  to 
man,  He  told  him  that  he  was  to  subdue  the  earth,  and  till 
it,  and  bring  forth  food  for  man  and  beast,  but  the  seventh 
day  was  the  Sabbath  of  the  Lord.  There  was  a  covenant 
between  God  and  man.  Be  fruitful  and  multiply  and  re¬ 
plenish  the  earth,  and  subdue  it.  God  saw  everything  He 
had  made  and  it  was  well  done.  He  rested  on  the  seventh 
day.  This  covenant  teaches  us  plainly  that  we  must  have  a 
day  of  rest.  He  called  it  the  Sabbath  of  the  Lord.  This 
was  to  be  observed  and  kept  by  the  family.  This  day  is  to 
regulate  the  home.  Family  altars  are  to  be  built.  Thus,  we 
put  God  first  in  our  lives,  and  brought  our  children  up  to 
take  part  in  this  service.  How  thankful  we  are  that  we  have 
our  Bible!  As  God  spoke  to  Moses  and  gave  him  the  Ten 
Commandments  to  govern  His  people,  so  likewise  we  must 
obey  Him.  How  refreshed  we  would  feel  after  a  good 
night's  rest,  to  take  our  Bibles  in  the  morning,  and  read  and 
pray,  before  entering  into  the  activities  of  the  day.  “When 
we  seek  Him  with  a  pure  heart,  we  shall  find  Him.” 

We  have  many  promises  in  God’s  Holy  Word  that  He  will 
fulfill  when  we  come  up  to  the  end  of  life.  Ours  will  be  a 
full-rounded-out  life.  These  Christians  are  the  saints  that 
God  is  looking  for  to  live  His  life,  that  the  reflection  may 
fall  upon  others.  His  light  shines  into  the  darkest  corners 
of  the  whole  earth.  It  is  not  so  much  what  we  say,  but 
what  we  are  and  do.  Jesus  went  about  His  Father’s  busi¬ 
ness,  and  He  commissioned  us  to  do  the  same.  We  should 
keep  the  Sabbath  because  of  the  blessings  it  brings  to  us. 
This  is  the  day  of  worship  for  Him.  Our  bodies  need  rest 
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in  His  sanctuary  as  in  our  homes.  Many  a  Sabbath  at  the 
close  of  clay,  I  look  back  and  say,  “What  a  full  day  this  has 
been  in  the  service  of  the  Lord.  I  would  not  change  it  if 
I  had  the  power.  I  have  no  regrets  of  how  I  spent  the  day.” 
When  many  all  around  us  have  spent  the  day  lying  abed, 
not  attending  the  divine  service,  I  think  how  they  are  dese¬ 
crating  the  Sabbath  by  seeking  pleasure  in  other  ways.  How 
many  accidents  are  reported  in  the  Monday  paper!  As  the 
shades  of  evening  draw  nigh,  they  do  not  have  that  sweet 
peace  that  is  abiding.  “God  is  love.  He  is  just.”  We  shall 
reap  just  what  we  have  sown.  Now  we  are  traveling  at  a 
rapid  rate.  The  Sabbath  is  being  commercialized  by  football, 
baseball,  theaters,  auto  riding,  and  beer  gardens.  Sunday 
newspapers  are  especially  in  demand,  until  the  Holy  Day  is 
almost  destroyed. 

The  Jews  had  kept  it  as  a  memorial  that  God  had  com¬ 
pleted  the  work  of  creation.  After  four  thousand  years,  the 
world  had  become  so  corrupt  that  God  gave  His  only  Son 
to  redeem  mankind.  He  was  crucified  and  nailed  to  a  cross 
for  our  sins.  He  was  buried,  but  arose  from  the  grave  the 
first  day  of  the  week.  Then  God  sent  out  His  chosen  dis¬ 
ciples  by  twos  and  told  them  that  they  should  go  and  do 
greater  work  than  He,  for  He  would  send  the  Holy  Spirit, 
and  if  we  believed  in  Him,  we  should  do  greater  work  than 
He,  because  Plis  spirit  was  not  confined  to  one  place,  but 
was  everywhere. 

It  is  our  very  nature  to  worship  God,  so  why  not  worship 
the  true  God,  who  has  given  us  this  wonderful  world  in 
which  to  live?  As  we  look  around  us,  we  see  nature  in  all 
of  its  beauty.  The  Sabbath  meets  all  of  our  needs.  It  is 
ordained  by  God.  It  is  the  one  sacred  day.  If  we  desecrate 
the  Sabbath,  we  are  the  losers.  Our  lives  are  all  scared  and 
life  is  short  at  the  best.  But  on  the  other  side  of  the  pic¬ 
ture,  we  should  remember  His  mercy,  endure  everything 
that  we  are  asked  to  perform,  as  our  lives  are  being  read 
by  all  men.  Are  we  doing  our  best?  The  Constitution  of 
the  United  States  is  based  upon  the  divine  plan. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

'  I  HE  result  of  this  first  meeting  at  Lodi  was  that  one 
hundred  and  ten  settlers  were  organized  in  a  class,  com¬ 
prising  almost  every  denomination.  This  proves  that  not 
the  material  things,  but  the  spiritual,  are  the  most  important 
when  establishing  a  home. 

One  of  the  happiest  times  of  my  life  was  when  I  invited 
six  ministers  to  my  home  for  dinner.  There  were  two  rooms 
in  my  sod  house,  and  I  had  a  little  Number  Seven  cook- 
stove  in  a  corner  of  the  kitchen  to  cook  on.  My  drop-leaf 
table,  large  enough  for  the  six  ministers,  was  placed  in  the 
middle  of  the  kitchen.  I  was  as  busy  as  Martha  with  the 
preparation  for  the  meal,  and  then  I  was  serving,  these 
ministers  I  was  entertaining  like  Mary,  sitting  at  the  Mas¬ 
ter’s  feet  was  a  great  spiritual  uplift  to  my  hungry  soul. 

Well  do  I  remember  our  first  prayer  meeting  after  the 
close  of  this  revival.  Uncle  Joe  Thurman  was  chosen  as 
class  leader.  The  schoolhouse  had  previously  been  engaged 
for  a  magic  lantern  show  to  be  given  on  that  night,  but  as 
everyone  had  been  converted,  we  turned  it  into  a  prayer 
meeting.  Every  seat  was  filled  and  spring  seats  were  car¬ 
ried  in  from  the  wagons.  Our  class  leader  read  a  portion 
of  God’s  Word,  we  all  joined  in  a  familiar  song,  then  the 
leader  announced  that  this  would  be  a  volunteer  prayer 
meeting.  Two  or  three  had  prayed.  I  knew  I  had  taken  a 
sacred  vow,  and  that  I  must  keep  it.  God  would  help  me 
and  I  trusted  Plim.  I  prayed  publicly  and  He  kept  His 
promise,  then  I  saw  the  light  and  knew  His  way.  He  took 
all  of  that  bitter  feeling  out  of  my  heart  concerning  the 
death  of  my  dear  child.  I  knew  he  was  safe  now  in  the 
arms  of  Jesus. 

Our  missionary,  provided  by  the  Evangelical  Conference, 
held  his  second  revival  in  this  same  tent  up  in  Sand  Valley, 
about  fifteen  miles  away,  northwest.  He  had  asked  Rev. 
T.  J.  Fink  to  assist  him  in  this  meeting.  He  was  quite  suc- 
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cessful  and  on  Sunday,  Mr.  Maze  and  I,  with  our  little  boy, 
drove  to  this  meeting  in  our  wagon.  We  took  a  well-filled 
lunch  basket  and  many  of  us  at  the  tent  placed  our  dinners 
together.  What  a  wonderful,  sociable  time  we  enjoyed! 
Following  are  the  names  of  a  few  of  the  pioneers  who  were 
organized  into  the  second  class:  Mr.  O.  C.  Murphy  and 
wife;  Charles  Engles  and  family;  William  Engles  and  fam¬ 
ily;  and  their  mother,  Mrs.  Engles;  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ira  Mc- 
Connels;  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Kingsberry  and  many 
others.  These  have  all  passed  on  to  be  with  God.  We  stayed 
for  the  afternoon  preaching  and  then  drove  home  early  to 
do  our  chores. 

Like  Ananias  and  Sapphira,  my  husband  and  I  talked 
over  how  much  we  could  afford  to  give  to  our  new  church 
at  Lodi  and  decided  that  ten  dollars  was  the  utmost  we  could 
contribute.  When  we  told  the  minister  this,  he  laughed  and 
said,  “You  must  give  twenty-five  dollars.”  I  made  an  agree¬ 
ment  with  the  minister  that  he  was  to  sell  my  cow,  a  gift 
from  my  father,  deduct  the  pledge  and  give  me  the  remain¬ 
der.  Good  cows  were  very  high-priced,  ranging  from  sixty- 
five  to  seventy-five  dollars. 

When  we  returned  home,  we  found  the  railroad  construc¬ 
tion  crew  had  come  in  reality.  The  men  had  pitched  their 
tents  close  to  our  house,  and  the  foreman  asked  whether  we 
could  provide  supper  for  his  men,  as  the  cook  tent  had  not 
yet  arrived.  That  gave  me  an  inspiration  and  a  vision.  I 
could  earn  money  for  our  new  church  by  cooking  for  these 
railroad  men.  We  were  quite  tired  from  the  tent  meeting 
which  we  had  just  attended,  but  bread  had  to  be  baked,  so 
I  set  about  to  bake  biscuits.  There  were  six  hungry  men  to 
feed.  My  stove  was  a  small  one  and  I  would  make  a  batch 
of  biscuits,  then  make  and  bake  another  batch  while  they 
were  eating.  I  kept  on  making  and  baking  until  they  said 
it  was  enough.  I  always  had  pork  and  plenty  of  garden 
vegetables,  a  keg  of  syrup  and  coffee.  They  were  so  pleased 
that  they  asked  me  to  board  them  at  three  dollars  each  man 
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for  a  week.  This  sealed  another  contract.  I  said  that  surely 
God  was  pleased  with  me,  permitting  me  to  earn  the  money 
for  the  church  by  working  for  it. 

The  Christian  men  in  our  neighborhood  were  all  solicited 
and  asked  to  go  to  Plum  Creek  to  haul  the  lumber  out  for 
the  new  church  building.  These  men  had  not  yet  proved  up 
on  their  land,  but  they  sacrificed  their  time  by  hauling  the 
lumber.  While  there,  they  engaged  an  architect  to  supervise 
the  building.  Mr.  Deemer  came  back  with  them  and  our 
neighbors  gave  much  of  their  time  to  the  construction  of 
this  building.  Oh,  what  enthusiasm  we  all  had  for  our  first 
church  in  the  valley.  In  my  girlhood  days,  we  had  preach¬ 
ing  in  schoolhouses.  I  never  had  a  home  church  and  God 
saw  into  my  heart  and  knew  my  desires.  I  was  willing  to 
sacrifice  my  only  cow,  if  only  I  might  have  a  real  church. 

Dedication  Day  came.  I  had  a  raging  toothache  and  had 
to  bake  bread,  pies,  cookies,  and  cakes.  There  were  no 
bakeries  to  go  to  in  such  an  emergency.  I  could  not  stop 
for  that  pain,  but  went  into  my  garden,  dug  out  a  horse¬ 
radish  root,  scraped  it  and  bound  it  on  my  face.  My  face 
was  almost  blistered,  but  the  pain  ceased. 

That  was  a  happy  day  at  the  dedication.  Instead  of  giv¬ 
ing  ten  dollars  we  placed  in  thirty-five  dollars  and  one  dollar 
for  our  dear  little  boy  who  had  died.  That  same  day,  I 
entertained  many  of  the  friends  that  came  to  the  dedication 
at  my  home  and  we  ate  the  things  that  I  had  baked. 

That  Lodi  Church  is  still  there  and  I  had  the  great  privi¬ 
lege  of  attending  a  meeting  being  held  in  it  November,  1938. 
It  was  a  great  privilege  to  me  to  meet  the  third  and  fourth 
generations.  I  was  the  only  charter  member  present.  Many 
of  this  generation  knew  me  by  name.  I  only  knew  them  as 
I  remembered  their  parents’  names. 

“Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters  and  it  shall  return  unto 
you,  after  many  days.”  Oh,  the  good  we  all  may  do  while 
the  days  are  going  by.  Many,  many  souls  have  been  saved 
in  that  little  old  church. 
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There  are  but  five  or  six  living  at  the  present  day  of  those 
early  pioneers.  It  had  been  fifty-four  years  since  I  attended 
the  Lodi  Dedication  when  I  attended  the  meeting  in  Novem¬ 
ber,  1938.  How  this  meeting  brought  back  old-time  mem¬ 
ories  ! 

The  first  railroad  was  known  as  the  Kearney  and  Black 
Hills  Railroad,  the  grant  being  surveyed  in  1884.  The 
country  was  fast  being  settled  and  we  needed  the  road  badly. 
The  only  market  we  had  at  this  time  was  Kearney,  sixty- 
five  miles  down  the  valley,  or  Plum  Creek,  thirty-five  miles 
distant  through  the  hills. 

Many  predicted  we  would  never  get  the  railroad.  The 
Union  Pacific  Railroad  soon  bought  the  stock  of  the  Kear¬ 
ney  and  Black  Hills  Road  and  in  the  survey,  cut  off  three 
and  one-half  acres  of  our  homestead  on  the  northeast  corner. 
It  came  directly  through  my  garden,  but  we  were  so  pleased 
to  get  this  railroad  that  we  sold  the  right-of-way  very  cheap, 
for  sixty-five  dollars.  This  cut  off  our  buildings,  but  we 
didn’t  feel  that  we  were  damaged  to  any  great  extent.  Our 
buildings  consisted  of  a  sod  house,  sod  granary,  cattle  shed, 
corrals,  and  sod  stables.  This  railroad  was  surveyed  up  as 
far  as  where  the  town  of  Callaway  is  now  located,  in  the 
Seven  Valleys,  converging  into  the  South  Loup  Valley.  This 
valley  was  the  great  place  for  the  ranchmen  to  have  their 
roundups.  They  needed  a  railroad  for  shipping  out  their 
cattle,  hogs,  and  horses.  The  coming  of  the  railroad  made 
many  of  our  hearts  rejoice,  as  we  raised  an  abundance  of 
oats,  wheat,  and  corn,  and  it  gave  us  a  market  to  ship  our 
agricultural  produce  to  some  of  the  largest  markets — Omaha, 
St.  Joseph,  and  Kansas  City  as  well  as  Chicago. 

On  May  24,  1939,  Lexington  celebrated  the  fiftieth  anni¬ 
versary  of  the  changing  of  its  name  from  Plum  Creek  to 
Lexington.  Following  is  an  article  taken  from  the  paper 
telling  of  this  celebration : 
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“Plum  Creek  Lives  Again” 

“Any  of  the  hills  which  surround  Lexington  furnishes  a 
magnificent  view  of  the  irrigated  valley  lands  of  the  Platte. 
The  panorama  that  spread  itself  before  the  eyes  is  unex¬ 
celled  in  any  part  of  the  state. 

“There,  the  same  year  Nebraska  gained  admission  to  the 
Union,  the  most  serious  massacre  by  a  hostile  Indian  band 
of  white  settlers  occurred.  It  was  Plum  Creek,  then.  And 
Plum  Creek  lived  in  history  Tuesday  when  thousands  of 
people  gathered  at  Lexington  on  the  occasion  of  the  fiftieth 
anniversary  of  the  change  in  the  name  of  the  community 
from  Plum  Creek  to  Lexington.  In  every  respect  the  cele¬ 
bration  was  timely  and  worthwhile.  There  were  bands  galore 
and  an  impressive  two-mile  parade,  in  which  the  fascinating 
history  of  what  was  a  western  outpost  was  revived.  And 
the  enthusiasm  and  the  spirit  shown  in  connection  with  these 
recent  historical  pageants  are  most  reassuring  in  themselves. 
We  haven’t  forgotten  the  past.” 

How  different  everything  was  when  I  arrived  at  Plum 
Creek  on  the  Union  Pacific  Railroad  on  May  25,  1883,  sixty 
years  ago. 
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CHAPTER  IX 


/^"'NUR  first  Sunday  School  we  attended  was  in  Uncle  Joe 
Thurman’s  sod  home.  Now  there  is  a  sod  schoolhouse 
over  west  in  the  Wood  River  Valley  and  the  Sunday  School 
has  been  taken  from  Brother  Thurman’s  home  to  this  school- 
house.  Brother  Thurman  had  been  elected  class  leader  of 
the  new  Evangelical  class  that  had  been  organized  in  the 
community.  Mr.  Gray,  a  local  man  who  kept  a  general  store 
of  dry  goods  and  groceries  in  the  community  near  what  is 
known  now  as  Lomax,  was  our  superintendent  of  the  Sun¬ 
day  School.  Mr.  Maze  was  our  senior  teacher  and  Mrs. 
Jennings  was  another  teacher.  The  Jennings  family  had 
come  into  the  county  and  taken  up  a  claim  just  west  over 
the  hills  in  a  canyon.  They  were  United  Brethren  people 
and  her  sister  taught  school.  Plow  we  did  welcome  these 
people  into  the  community! 

Most  of  the  homesteaders  that  came  to  the  county  had 
been  members  of  different  churches  back  home.  Ploward 
Lomax  and  his  wife  were  the  pioneer  church  people  that 
could  be  depended  upon  to  carry  on  at  the  Evangelical 
Church  at  Lomax.  Mr.  Johnny  Sipes  and  Will  Burchard 
helped  in  the  Gray  schoolhouse  appointment,  also  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Elias  Gookins  and  the  Jennings.  Later  these  people 
helped  in  these  churches  at  Lomax,  while  the  Thurmans,  the 
Matzes,  Mougeys,  and  many  others  helped  in  the  Lodi 
Church.  Mrs.  Frank  VanAntwerp  was  our  first  organist  at 
our  Children’s  Day  Program.  All  of  these  pioneers  except 
Mrs.  Charles  Matz,  Charlie  Mougey  and  Rufus  Thurman 
have  passed  away.  Life  seems  so  short,  as  I  recall  wor¬ 
shipping  with  these  dear  people.  Their  good  works  follow 
them,  and  so  many  of  the  second  generation  have  moved 
away  and  are  helping  to  build  up  God’s  Kingdom  in  other 
states.  That  is  as  it  should  be. 

Previous  to  this,  after  the  organization  of  the  class,  at 
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Lodi,  there  were  nineteen  of  us  who  had  not  received  holy 
baptism.  We  met  at  the  Cornish  Schoolhouse  near  where 
the  big  tent  meeting  had  been  held.  We  took  our  dinners 
and  went  over  to  the  South  Loup,  near  Georgetown  for  bap¬ 
tism.  Some  went  down  in  the  water  for  immersion,  some 
were  sprinkled,  and  some  had  water  poured  on  their  heads. 
In  this  crowd,  O.  H.  Maze’s  wife  and  I  went  in  the  water 
for  immersion.  All  who  were  baptized  remained  faithful. 
In  1938,  O.  H.  Maze  was  called  up  higher,  having  been 
active  in  the  church  of  his  choice  until  God  called  him.  All 
of  his  children  have  followed  his  example  by  choosing  the 
better  ways  of  life. 

It  had  been  decided  that  it  was  time  to  build  a  church  at 
Lodi.  The  main  obstacle  in  this  project  was  the  lack  of 
money.  Our  missionary  canvassed  the  community  and  every¬ 
one  pledged  a  certain  amount.  Since  money  was  so  scarce, 
the  thought  of  how  we  were  going  to  meet  our  pledges  was 
uppermost  in  our  minds.  “Money  spent  in  church  building,” 
truthfully  spoke  one  missionary,  “is  well  spent,  for  it  means 
a  substantial  proof  of  true  faith  in  Christ  and  the  love  for 
Him  and  the  brethren,  which  otherwise  would  disappear 
before  the  inroads  of  paganism.” 

After  the  death  of  our  little  Earl,  my  husband  said  he 
felt  he  had  ties  in  heaven  and  he  must  preach  the  gospel. 
He  became  assistant  minister  to  Rev.  L.  G.  Brooker,  and 
while  helping  in  a  tent  meeting  over  on  Spring  Creek,  he 
preached  his  first  sermon.  Rev.  Brooker  asked  Mr.  Maze 
to  assist  him  in  opening  up  this  new  appointment  over  east 
about  seven  miles  in  the  South  Loup  River  Valley  known 
as  the  Spring  Creek  appointment.  Mr.  Maze  consented  and 
broke  the  news  gently  to  me.  He  said  that  he  had  to  preach 
the  Gospel.  I  was  very  much  pleased,  but  sad  at  heart.  I 
told  him  I  felt  my  limitations.  The  next  year  at  conference 
at  Plum  Creek,  held  by  the  Evangelical  Association,  he  was 
presented  with  the  license  to  preach  the  Gospel.  That  year, 
1887,  he  was  the  assistant  to  Rev.  Brooker,  filling  appoint- 
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merits  every  Sunday.  His  salary  was  one  hundred  dollars 
per  year. 

He  held  his  first  revival  across  the  Loup  River  in  a  sod 
schoolhouse  known  as  Custer.  The  first  year  for  his  salary 
we  received  a  buggy.  We  drove  a  span  of  ponies,  Snooser 
and  Fan.  One  evening,  as  we  drove  up  to  the  Loup  River 
to  ford  it,  I  noticed  it  did  not  look  right  so  I  said,  “Please 
unhitch  the  horses  and  get  on  one  and  ride  in.”  He  rode 
in  only  to  get  wet,  as  the  horse  would  not  go  and  whirled 
around  and  came  out.  It  was  an  ice  gorge.  The  river  had 
been  frozen  over,  and  now  it  was  breaking  up.  The  horse 
knew  better  than  we.  We  could  see  the  lights  in  the  school- 
house  just  across  the  river.  The  people  were  congregating 
for  services.  There  was  a  foot  bridge  close  by,  and  two  men 
were  going  over.  Mr.  Maze  called  to  them,  “We  will  be 
there  a  little  later  on.”  Below  the  ford  three  miles  was  a 
pontoon  bridge.  Mr.  Maze  went  into  Mr.  Griffith’s  house, 
which  was  near  by,  took  off  his  shoes  and  socks,  and  wrung 
the  water  from  his  socks  and  trouser  legs.  He  had  been 
in  the  water  up  to  his  knees.  After  Mr.  Maze  had  dressed 
himself  again,  we  climbed  into  our  buggy  and  proceeded 
down  to  the  pontoon  bridge  three  miles  away,  crossed  it,  and 
came  up  on  the  other  side.  With  God’s  help,  we  had  a  full 
house  and  wonderful  meeting  that  night. 

We  held  cottage  prayer  meetings  in  the  day  and  preached 
every  night  for  about  three  weeks,  and  many  souls  gave 
themselves  to  God.  Conference  was  soon  to  convene  at 
Cozad,  and  these  people  were  so  gratified  with  this  revival 
that  they  sent  a  big  petition  to  Conference  to  have  that  boy 
preacher  returned. 

It  was  always  our  aim  to  get  into  as  many  of  the  people’s 
homes  as  we  could  and  ask  to  hold  prayer  meetings  in  their 
sod  houses.  Some  had  one  or  two  rooms.  These  people 
responded  quite  readily.  I  recall  Miss  Jennie  Douglas,  who 
was  working  for  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Shewman,  attending  the  re¬ 
vival  meetings  and  who  gave  her  heart  to  God,  and  was 
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instrumental  in  securing  an  interest  in  the  Shewmans,  who 
commenced  to  attend. 

Brother  Shewman  was  a  Methodist  back  in  Iowa,  he  had 
married  a  country  schoolteacher,  who  was  a  member  of  the 
Christian  Church.  They  attended  and  liked  my  husband’s 
preaching,  and  finally  we  got  them  coming  our  way.  They 
both  consented  to  give  us  their  names  and  be  again  received 
into  the  church. 

The  next  family  to  have  the  day  prayer  meeting  was  Mr. 
George  Griffith.  He  was,  at  the  time  this  meeting  was  held, 
the  leader  for  the  young  folks.  They  had  announced  a  dance 
in  this  community  for  every  evening  in  the  week.  You  see, 
the  Devil  never  sleeps.  This  revival  became  so  intense,  how¬ 
ever,  that  the  whole  community  was  speaking  about  it,  and 
it  was  not  long  before  all  the  dancers  were  coming  to  the 
revival.  I  believe  Miss  Douglas  called  on  the  Griffiths  and 
asked  them  to  let  us  have  a  prayer  meeting  in  their  home. 

We  soon  were  invited  to  hold  a  prayer  meeting  in  Mr. 
George  Griffith’s  home.  It  was  customary,  always  after  the 
prayer  meeting,  to  invite  the  pastor  and  his  wife  to  stay  for 
supper.  Of  course,  that  invitation  was  always  accepted. 
Mr.  Maze,  a  stockman,  was  very  much  interested  in  going 
with  this  gentleman  to  look  over  his  cattle,  of  which  there 
was  a  large  herd.  He  stayed  with  the  farmer  until  after  all 
the  stock  was  fed  and  cared  for.  That  night,  while  the 
supper  was  being  prepared,  it  was  my  lot  to  be  hunting  up 
the  songs  we  would  sing  that  evening.  In  this  way,  I  would 
ask  my  hostess  which  ones  she  knew.  We  used  the  Gospel 
Hymns  1,  2,  3,  and  4.  We  sang  such  songs  as  “Ninety  and 
Nine,”  “Where  Is  My  Wandering  Boy  Tonight?”  “Are 
you  Coming  Home  Tonight?”  and  “While  the  Days  Are 
Passing  By.”  Usually,  the  lady  would  enjoy  these  selections. 
Then  we  would  sing  together  softly  until  supper  was  an¬ 
nounced.  After  supper  one  or  the  other  of  us,  usually  Mr. 
Maze,  would  say,  “Can’t  you  go  with  us  to  the  meeting 
tonight  ?” 
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After  the  evening  meal,  we  invited  them  to  go  to  the 
meeting.  I  had  taken  notice  in  the  prayer  meeting  that  Mr. 
Griffith  was  under  deep  conviction,  so  that  evening,  when 
Mr.  Maze  gave  the  invitation,  Mr.  Griffith  was  about  the 
first  one  to  kneel  at  the  mourner’s  bench.  He  did  not  get 
through  that  evening,  so  the  next  evening,  the  old  sod  house 
could  hardly  hold  the  crowd  of  people,  as  he  was  the  ring¬ 
leader  of  the  worldly  amusements  in  that  neighborhood. 
That  evening,  he  went  forward  again,  after  some  spiritual 
singing  and  praying.  He  jumped  up  and  the  work  was 
done.  He  rushed  back  to  the  door  and  tried  to  bring  some 
of  his  pals  forward  with  him.  However,  they  did  not  re¬ 
spond.  They  surely  put  him  on  probation  for  a  while.  When 
he  received  Christ,  he  gave  up  all  for  Him.  The  Devil  had 
to  take  to  the  hills  and  there  were  no  more  dances  in  that 
community,  but  more  cottage  prayer  meetings.  On  Septem¬ 
ber  30,  1939,  Mr.  Griffith  was  called  to  his  heavenly  home 
from  Sargent,  Nebraska. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lile  were  the  only  outstanding  Christians 
of  that  community,  and  their  home  was  usually  our  stopping 
place.  While  there,  we  met  a  young  man  who  was  also 
stopping  there.  His  business  was  buying  horses.  He  came 
to  the  meeting  that  evening  and  I  shared  my  song  book  with 
him.  When  my  husband  gave  the  invitation  for  the  unsaved 
to  come  forward,  many  accepted  the  call  and  I  noticed  that 
this  young  man  was  deeply  moved.  He  trembled  from  head 
to  foot  and  could  scarcely  stand.  Next  morning,  lo  and 
behold,  the  sheriff  from  Plum  Creek  came  and  arrested  the 
young  man  and  took  him  to  jail.  He  was  a  horse  thief. 
Ah!  how  I  prayed  for  him  when  I  saw  he  was  convicted  of 
sin.  If  only  he  had  accepted  Christ  and  made  a  full  sur¬ 
render,  the  chains  of  sin  that  bound  him  down  would  have 
fallen  off  and  he  would  have  surrendered  all  to  his  Saviour. 
“Be  sure  your  sins  will  find  you  out.” 

In  this,  our  first  revival,  we  had  mostly  sod  homes,  and 
this  meeting  was  held  in  a  sod  schoolhouse  known  as  the 
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Custer  schoolhouse.  People  did  not  have  enough  money  to 
build  frame  houses.  We  were  still  calling  on  the  people  and 
asking  them  for  the  privilege  of  letting  us  hold  a  prayer 
meeting  in  their  homes. 
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CHAPTER  X 

MR.  FRANK  VAN  ANTWERP  kept  the  Lodi  post 
office  in  his  sod  home.  The  church  had  been  completed. 
Mr.  Bonham  had  built  a  store  for  general  merchandise  just 
west  of  the  church,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Beardsley  opened  up 
a  general  store  with  such  things  as  novelties  and  millinery 
that  would  be  needed  for  the  settlers.  Mrs.  Beardsley  took 
care  of  the  store  while  Mr.  Beardsley  clerked  for  Mr.  Bon¬ 
ham.  Stant  Meyers  had  a  blacksmith  shop.  When  the 
Kearney  and  Black  Hills  Railroad  was  being  built,  they  lo¬ 
cated  the  town  site  where  they  thought  best.  Lodi  was 
located  one  and  one-half  miles  north,  just  opposite  to  the 
east  of  our  eighty-acre  homestead,  which  we  were  living  on. 
The  depot  was  built  and  the  station  master  handled  the  mail, 
which  now  came  in  from  Kearney.  All  business  at  the  for¬ 
mer  Lodi  had  to  close  out  and  the  village  of  Lomax  was  not 
relocated.  The  general  store  of  Mr.  Gray’s  near  the  Gray 
schoolhouse  was  moved  to  Lomax.  Mr.  Harvard  Lomax 
opened  up  a  bank  at  this  place  and  he  also  dealt  in  cattle 
and  farming.  This  village  was  quite  a  prosperous  place  for 
many  years.  Cattle  were  being  shipped  from  there  to  Omaha. 
Two  churches  were  built — the  Evangelical  and  the  Baptist. 
The  Edmonstons  took  government  land  there  and  they  be¬ 
longed  to  the  Baptist  church.  There  were  also  many  people 
giving  themselves  to  God. 

Rev.  Dillow,  a  very  prosperous  minister,  was  the  pastor 
of  this  mission.  One  of  his  outstanding  revivals  was  held 
at  Lomax.  I  must  mention  it  while  passing  on.  This  was 
a  settlement  of  hard-shell  Baptists,  but  all  denominations 
would  attend  a  revival.  Harvard  Lomax  and  wife  were 
converted  under  the  preaching  of  Brother  Dillow.  They 
were  English  Episcopalians.  Brother  Dillow  preached  with 
such  demonstration  and  power  that  many  souls  were  con¬ 
verted.  And  God’s  power  came  down  on  them  with  force. 
Harlie  Edmonston  lay  for  hours  in  a  trance.  Oh,  that  was 
a  revival  1  wish  we  could  see  once  again  at  this  present  time. 

[80] 
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What  the  world  needs  today  is  an  old-fashioned  Revival. 
How  we  need  it  at  the  present  day !  Mr.  Harvard  Lomax 
was  elected  Sunday-school  superintendent  and  Mrs.  Lomax 
class  leader.  I  recall  one  evening  that  Mr.  Maze  and  I  drove 
down  to  a  prayer  meeting.  Every  seat  was  taken  in  the 
schoolhouse.  A  boy  of  twelve  or  thirteen  years  had  been 
instructed  to  lead  the  meeting.  In  those  days,  even  a  young 
boy  could  take  his  turn  along  with  the  men  in  leading  a 
real  prayer  meeting.  Now,  we  have  mostly  sermonettes. 
We  found  a  responsive  people  on  all  the  preaching  appoint¬ 
ments. 

A  pioneer  has  fallen  since  Harvard  Lomax’s  death.  The 
following  is  taken  from  the  Lincoln  Journal  at  Lincoln, 
Nebraska.  On  Christmas  Day  1942,  his  wife  passed  away. 

“BROKEN  BOW  BANKER  DIES” 
Harvard  Lomax,  81,  Served  in  Legislature 

Harvard  Lomax,  81,  pioneer  Custer  County  banker, 
rancher,  legislator,  school  and  county  official,  died  at 
his  home  here  Monday  after  a  short  illness. 

Funeral  services  will  be  Wednesday  afternoon. 

In  1890,  Lomax  served  one  term  in  the  state  legis¬ 
lature  and  returned  here  to  be  county  treasurer. 

He  helped  organize  the  Custer  National  Bank  in 
1901  and  served  as  cashier  until  1917,  when  he  became 
president.  When  the  bank  closed  a  few  years  ago,  he 
retired  to  his  ranch  home. 

Mr.  Lomax  served  twelve  years  on  the  Broken  Bow 
school  board.  He  was  a  member  of  the  Masonic  Order, 
Knights  Templar  and  was  a  Woodman  and  a  fine 
Christian  gentleman. 

One  of  our  missions  was  twenty  miles  long  and  fifteen  to 
twenty  miles  wide.  Mr.  Maze  preached  at  Lodi,  Buffalo, 
Redfern  Table,  Oconto,  and  Eddyville.  Brother  Dillow  had 
a  flourishing  class  on  Redfern  Table.  There  we  found  James 
Whitehead  and  family,  Dick  Williams  and  family,  the 
Runsies,  Bains,  Mr.  John  Berwicks,  Red  ferns  and  others 


tovivsJl  tonoiri  r»t-blo  au  at  lt  *9  7  y;il  K'r 'T( 

xfirnul  b-umeH  .tM  l**b  *«».■*?.  **»  ,£  Jt  *"* 

*rfl  ni  oatat  «l-//  Jim  *w  1  i;  v  :;  lIW,oh 

tnd  barf  inwi  io  avbv/l  Vo  y-  :•  A .  m«oni<.tv1a* 

v  .UOY  b  I»v»  ,a*sb  •  ^  ni  .3mi  *m  irfl  b  .  ;o*;  -ut  ,  - 
'■!).;  J  >i  n  tj  on!  H  w  3  10!  ••  - 

;«n  ..a*  yiuom  /«rf  ow  ,  >V1  31  im  wynq :  ‘r«J 

.lnirx]qe  seirfamq  3ri)  tlfi  no  btyooq  oY«ito<jr»i  fi  hmK^^ 

<({T  .ilti  b  j'xirnojt  burn  l  vm  m  -  <  *  1f^flo;q 
PlouiU  ij»  WkwoV  uWM  mt’‘*  «»**  *f  ^"<wo!Ic?l1 
7 ;  7/ r,  bttacq  rfiw  airl  ,SK»I  V«l  n0  ^&:A 

?3  hi  HH'i hah  won  vi  ixo  r 

MjrjTAjaiasJ  vn  rt&vnaS  ,i  .>  ,r<x^  osavhmI 

Jfi  bdib  ,ifii  >i  o  \*tii/oo  bft£  *on  '**'  fVJI- *n,;| 

,82-»«lii  nori?.  £  isirr  '(sbitol/i  oiofl  stnot  ;:ul 

.1  ,  iu  x  b>-jni»V;  ttiw  w  *  !'•'  ;  * 

?  rJi  ojw*  -jAi  ni  1  iTii  r  o  bov  >  sir-  '  {*k>'  ni 
y,  MS&ml  yimjoo  txl  6)  »i  rf  b*ntM>i  b»--- 
ni  •Jnr.a  tcnoiteM  nUuD  artl  >*irur;.,o  bsqfarf  =H 

' 

,J  f  r  .1-  f  ovb'  t  TV  >-i  ■ 

t*>b  .0  3  MVCM  Ofb  Vo  :  :-.r>r.i  fi  v*  *H  ^  - 

*„t  ',  ■»  >0 aV/  i-  :*  *»•  :  8,/-:\' 

.n/:?r*!Jnya  n^iHri  v 

,  m  1m.  i.iol  i  »fim  «w  ,u“  "  ’•  '  . 

i— ”i a  ,.o^ 

;r'S 


82 


LOOKING  BACKWARD 


under  the  influence  of  Brother  Dillow.  I  shall  mention  sev¬ 
eral  ministers  who  came  out  of  this  class.  They  were  Lay¬ 
men  James  Whitehead,  J.  W.  Bissel,  exhorters  and  licensed 
ministers;  David  Bain,  James  Runsie,  Frank  Drum,  and 
John  Clark. 

I  shall  mention  one  of  our  pioneers,  Mr.  Sibert  Johnson, 
when  he  died  he  was  one  of  the  first  men  to  be  buried  in  the 
Lodi  Cemetery.  His  widow  and  her  two  small  children 
stayed  in  the  community  for  about  a  year,  then  her  brother 
in  Norway  sent  her  the  money  to  come  back  to  her  old  home. 
We  women  liked  Mrs.  Johnson  very  much,  and  there  were 
so  many  bachelors  on  their  claims  who  really  needed  help¬ 
mates,  so  we  talked  and  prayed  that  our  neighbor,  Ole  Tor- 
gerson,  a  very  nice  man,  might  seek  her  for  his  wife.  We 
hated  so  much  to  see  her  and  the  two  small  children  take 
that  ocean  voyage.  In  the  meantime,  threshing  of  wheat  and 
oats  was  over  and  all  neighbors  who  had  good  teams  and  big 
wagons  joined  in  to  haul  the  grain  to  Plum  Creek.  This 
required  two  days  and  one  night  from  home.  Mrs.  John¬ 
son  and  her  children  were  loaded  on  one  of  these  loads  of 
wheat  and  all  said  good-bye,  but  deep  down  in  our  hearts, 
we  wished  Ole  would  propose  to  her  and  bring  her  back 
with  him.  To  our  great  joy,  he  did  this  at  the  last  moment, 
and  she  became  our  neighbor,  Mrs.  Ole  Torgerson. 

Mr.  Torgerson’s  house  was  of  sod  and  had  only  one  room 
and  a  dirt  floor,  but  she  was  a  good  housekeeper  and  made 
it  very  pleasant.  To  celebrate  the  event,  he  had  us  over  to 
dinner  one  Sunday,  another  family  the  next,  and  so  on,  until 
they  had  entertained  all  the  neighbors  who  had  a  hand  in  this 
match.  Mr.  Torgerson’s  daughter,  Jennie,  is  still  active  in 
the  Evangelical  Church  at  Lodi. 

This  year  while  I  am  writing  this  manuscript  I  had  the 
privilege  of  meeting  Mr.  Sibert  Johnson’s  grandson,  Robert 
Johnson  and  his  wife,  who  are  attending  the  university  in 
Lincoln,  and  Robert’s  aunt — Jennie  Torgerson,  who  has 
just  returned  from  a  visit  to  her  sister  in  Norway.  Many 
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thrilling  pioneer  stories  I  related  to  Robert  Johnson  and 
Helen,  his  wife.  Little  did  I  think  when  I  was  pleading  and 
praying  that  Mr.  Ole  Torgerson  would  marry  the  widow — 
Mrs.  Johnson  and  that  I  would  ever  have  the  privilege  of 
talking  with  this  grandson. 

In  later  years,  my  husband,  while  on  a  trip  through 
Nebraska,  had  a  strange  experience.  He  discovered  that  the 
body  of  Mr.  Ole  Torgerson,  our  old  friend,  was  being 
shipped  out  on  the  same  train  he  was  on.  Mr.  Torgerson 
had  died  in  Hastings,  Nebraska.  The  neighbors  were  de¬ 
lighted  to  find  out  that  Matthew  T.  Maze  was  on  the  same 
train,  and  asked  him  to  speak  at  Mr.  Ole  Torgerson’s 
funeral.  It  did  seem  as  though  God  had  directed  this.  “His 
ways  are  not  always  our  ways,  but  his  ways  are  the  best.” 
Mr.  Torgerson’s  body  was  laid  away  in  the  Lodi  Cemetery 
to  await  the  resurrection  morn.  Our  old  friend  and  neigh¬ 
bor,  Mr.  Oliver  Kolbo,  has  just  passed  away.  He  was  an 
old  man  full  of  kind  deeds.  He,  too,  shall  reap  his  reward. 
While  we  are  passing  through  this  world  but  once,  let  us 
with  the  poet  say : 

“Lord,  help  me  live  from  day  to  day 
In  such  a  self-forgetful  way, 

That  ever  when  I  kneel  to  pray, 

My  prayers  shall  be  for  others. 

“Help  me  in  all  the  work  I  do, 

To  be  ever  sincere  and  true, 

And  know  that  all  I  do  for  you, 

Must  needs  be  done  for  others.” 

We  continued  to  live  on  the  homestead  where  we  had  be¬ 
gun  to  make  some  money.  In  the  first  year  of  his  ministry, 
Mr.  Maze  had  an  appointment  in  an  old  sod  house  on  the 
north  tableland  known  as  the  Wymore  Table.  This  sod 
house  had  no  floor,  had  homemade  benches,  a  strip  of  rag 
carpet  laid  before  the  minister’s  stand,  and  a  small  bench 
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was  the  altar.  How  well  do  I  recall  some  of  the  people  who 
gave  themselves  to  God  in  this  meeting  house.  One  was  a 
Swede  who  could  not  express  himself  in  English.  He 
stroked  himself  on  the  breast  and  pointed  heavenward. 
Brother  Phy  Wymore  thought  he  had  to  wait  for  his  broth¬ 
er,  James,  but  Mr.  Maze  preached  with  such  power  and  unc¬ 
tion,  that  he  deliberately  got  up  when  I  was  singing  “The 
Great  Physician  Now  Is  Near’’  at  the  second  verse  where  it 
says,  “Your  many  sins  are  now  forgiven.”  He  knelt  at  the 
altar,  and  great  peace  was  his.  The  work  was  done.  He 
joined  the  church  with  his  wife  and  little  boy.  His  brother 
came  in  later  with  his  whole  family.  This  was  our  second 
meeting.  We  were  under  Rev.  Brooker,  he  being  the  pastor 
in  charge.  The  Armolds  came  in  during  this  meeting.  Their 
three  children  have  been  missionaries,  Miss  Lottie  in  our 
Red  Bird  Mission  in  Kentucky,  John  in  Africa,  and  Rev. 
L-  E.  Armold  is  a  member  of  the  Nebraska  Conference  and 
is  now  serving  at  Belgrade,  Nebraska. 

One  of  our  neighbors,  Mrs.  Bryner,  a  young  bride,  was 
exploring  the  prairie  one  day.  There  were  many  prairie  dog 
towns.  A  big  rattlesnake  was  just  crawling  down  into  one 
of  these  holes.  She  said  to  herself,  “Here  is  my  chance.  I 
will  pluck  the  rattles  off  of  his  tail.”  She  reached  forward, 
and  only  God  kept  her  from  being  bitten  by  the  snake,  for 
he  had  doubled  up  in  the  hole  and  his  head  plunged  out  to 
save  his  rattles.  If  you  once  run  onto  a  rattler  and  hear  his 
rattle,  you  will  never  forget  it.  In  recent  years,  the  state 
agricultural  schools  have  sent  out  experts  to  destroy  these 
dog  towns.  The  prairie  dogs  were  very  fond  of  young  spring 
grain — oats,  wheat  and  grasses.  It  is  very  hard  to  find  a 
prairie  dog  town  in  the  western  states  at  the  present  day. 
These  doys  had  fleas  on  them.  That  was  one  of  the  pests 
we  endured  in  our  new  settlement.  There  are  not  so  many 
rattlesnakes  any  more;  with  civilization  these  things  dis¬ 
appear.  We  were  also  pestered  with  bedbugs  which  were 
found  under  the  bark  of  cottonwood  trees.  The  missionaries 
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tell  us  today  of  such  pests  in  foreign  fields.  How  thankful 
we  should  be  to  those  who  have  gone  ahead  and  blazed  the 
trail. 

One  bright  morning  on  January  12,  1888,  Mr.  Maze  had 
gone  one  and  one-half  miles  south  of  our  place  for  a  load 
of  hay.  It  was  one  of  those  soft,  mild  mornings — cloudy 
and  he  just  wore  his  work  blouse.  He  loaded  up  the  hay  and 
started  home  and  when  he  came  out  to  the  road  one  mile 
south  of  our  house,  the  blizzard  was  on  in  full,  blinding 
blast.  He  missed  the  trail  and  his  wagon  of  hay  was  stuck 
in  the  draw.  The  next  best  thing  to  do  was  to  unhitch  his 
team  and  get  on  one  of  the  horses  and  give  them  the  reins. 
They  brought  him  safely  home.  Previous  to  this,  about 
10:30  a.  m.,  I  had  gone  out  to  the  windmill,  turned  it  on 
to  get  a  pail  of  water,  then  shut  it  off.  I  looked  up  northwest 
and  the  black  and  white  cloud  was  just  upon  me.  It  was 
holding  very  close  to  the  earth.  Fortunately,  I  got  into  my 
house  with  the  pail  of  water.  It  came  so  suddenly,  without 
a  moment  of  warning.  The  temperature  dropped  imme¬ 
diately.  I  was  so  glad  when  presently  my  husband  came  in. 
My  chickens  started  for  their  roosting  place.  This  blizzard 
lasted  all  that  day  and  night,  next  day,  and  part  of  the  next, 
in  all,  about  sixty  hours.  Then  the  sun  came  out  bright  and 
clear.  Many  lives  were  lost  during  the  blizzard,  and  many 
horses  and  cattle  perished.  As  soon  as  Mr.  Maze  thought  it 
advisable  to  venture  over  to  our  nearest  neighbors,  he  helped 
them  to  rescue  some  of  their  stock  that  would  soon  have  per¬ 
ished.  We  picked  up  many  of  our  chickens  that  had  started 
to  fly  to  their  roosting  place  and  lit  in  the  snow  with  their 
eyes  all  shut  and  their  beaks  open  and  full  of  snow,  all  dead. 
That  was  a  memorable  blizzard.  Anyone  who  was  in  it  or 
saw  it  could  never  forget  it.  It  was  fortunate  that  we  had  a 
small  stack  of  hay  out  at  our  sod  barn  to  feed  the  stock  and 
also  corn  in  the  crib. 

Many  school  teachers  kept  the  children  all  night  in  the  sod 
schoolhouses  with  not  much  fuel  or  food  to  eat, 
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Following  are  accounts  of  the  blizzard  taken  from  the 
papers. 

“Story  of  the  Storm  That  Cost  Numerous  Lives  and 
Great  Loss  of  Property — School  Children  Suffer 
Getting  to  Homes — Boy  Out  All  Night” 

“There  is  one  thing  on  which  the  survivors  of  the  bliz¬ 
zard  of  January  12,  1888,  agree  unanimously:  That  no 
storm  since  then  has  equalled  it  in  violence  and  no  storm 
since  then  has  caused  the  suffering  and  loss  of  life  that 
storm  cost.  There  was  considerable  loss  of  livestock  also. 

“We  are  publishing  today  a  few  extracts  from  the  files  of 
The  Signal,  of  January  19,  1888,  that  will  give,  in  a  small 
way,  a  picture  of  what  happened.  Two  or  three  pages  of 
The  Signal  could  easily  be  filled  with  similar  stories  of  suf¬ 
fering  and  death.  It  is  difficult  to  understand  the  violence  of 
the  wind  and  the  great  volume  of  snow  that  it  picked  from 
the  ground  and  dropped  with  smothering  violence  on  every¬ 
thing  within  reach. 

“Fifty  years  ago  The  Signal  was  being  published  in  Fair¬ 
mont.  The  stories  should  be  read  with  that  fact  in  mind. 
It  was  not  imtil  1896  that  The  Signal  was  moved  to  Geneva.” 

“The  Blizzard  in  Fairmont” 

“Thursday  morning  last,  one  of  the  most  violent  snow¬ 
storms  began  that  ever  occurred  here  (Fairmont)  in  the 
recollection  of  the  oldest  inhabitant.  Snow  began  to  fall  be¬ 
fore  daylight,  accompanied  by  a  light  wind  from  the  south¬ 
east,  which  continued  till  about  three  o’clock  in  the  after¬ 
noon,  when  the  wind  veered  to  the  north  and  northwest  and 
a  sudden  gale  struck  the  city  with  fearful  force. 

“The  air  was  so  full  of  fine  snow  that  almost  total  dark¬ 
ness  prevailed  and  pedestrians  on  the  streets  became  blind 
and  dazed.  Objects  ten  feet  away  could  not  be  seen  and  the 
wind  which  was  blowing  at  the  rate  of  fifty  miles  an  hour 
swept  the  snow  onward  with  such  force  that  those  who  were 
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overtaken  outside  were  not  only  blinded,  but  felt  as  though 
they  were  smothering  and  groped  their  way  into  the  first 
door  they  came  to. 

“ — The  storm  continued  till  about  eight  o’clock  at  night, 
then  began  to  abate  and  at  ten  it  was  over  and  the  stars  were 
shining  in  a  clear  sky.  Trains  on  all  roads  leading  to  the 
city  were  abandoned  when  the  blizzard  struck.  At  about 
eleven  o’clock  Friday  forenoon  a  snowplow  passed  over  the 
B.  &  M.  main  line,  followed  shortly  by  Number  Five.  Ex¬ 
cept  the  great  Eastern  storm,  this  wras  the  worst  that  ever 
occurred  since  this  country  was  settled.” 

“Last  Thursday’s  Blizzard” 

“ — At  Omaha  a  cigar  maker  about  forty  years  of  age  by 
the  name  of  Ferdinand  Eller  was  frozen  to  death  within  one 
block  of  his  boarding  house.  Another  man,  Michael  Ma¬ 
loney,  who  started  to  the  city  from  South  Omaha,  gave  out, 
fell  down  near  a  cottage,  and  by  his  cries  aroused  the  people 
in  the  house,  who  went  to  his  assistance  and  saved  him,  but 
his  feet  were  severely  frozen.  Little  Wixell  Beck,  who 
started  from  the  Walnut  Hill  school,  got  lost,  and  after  a 
thorough  search  by  the  entire  neighborhood,  was  not  found. 
Others  in  Omaha  and  its  suburbs  were  frozen  to  death,  and 
many  are  suffering  from  frozen  feet,  ears,  and  noses. 

“A  number  of  persons  are  reported  frozen  and  many  more 
missing  about  Sioux  City.  Two  stock  trains  arrived  at  St. 
Joseph  with  every  head  of  cattle  frozen  to  death. 

“Three  children  of  John  Denlinger,  of  Garrison,  Nebras¬ 
ka,  returning  from  school,  remained  out  all  night  and  when 
found,  one  was  dead  and  the  others  nearly  so. 

“ — Ed  Maxwell,  with  the  buggy,  lost  the  road  and  got 
stuck  in  the  ravine.  He  abandoned  the  team  and  took  refuge 
in  a  haystack  where  he  stayed  all  night.  After  daylight  he 
made  his  way  to  a  farm  house.  His  feet  and  legs  were  badly 
frozen,  but  it  is  thought  not  dangerously  so. 

“ — Several  school  teachers  in  the  country  were  compelled 
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to  stay  all  night  in  the  schoolhouses  with  the  children,  not 
daring  to  dismiss  in  the  storm.” 

“One  More  Sad  Story” 

‘‘Seward,  Nebraska.  Miss  Etta  Shattuck,  the  young 
school  teacher  who  was  severely  frozen  in  Holt  County  dur¬ 
ing  the  late  blizzard,  had  both  of  her  legs  amputated  here 
today.  The  operation  was  successful,  and  it  is  thought  the 
unfortunate  girl  will  live.  On  the  night  of  the  storm,  Miss 
Shattuck  took  refuge  in  a  hay  stack,  but  was  unable  to  bur¬ 
row  deep  enough  to  prevent  her  limbs  from  freezing.  Here 
she  remained  for  seventy-eight  hours  and  was  finally  dis¬ 
covered  by  the  farmer  who  owned  the  stack  when  he  came  to 
feed  his  horses.” 


“Story  oe  the  Storm” 

“Ben  Walton  recalls  spending  the  night  in  a  school  in 
Clay  County  at  the  time  of  the  blizzard  of  1888. 

“The  morning  of  the  twelfth  was  quite  cold,  the  sun  was 
shining  and  farmers  went  about  their  work  as  usual.  There 
was  snow  on  the  ground.  My  parents  lived  seven  miles  north 
of  Edgar,  in  Clay  County,  in  a  large  four-room  lathed  and 
plastered  sod  house.  I  had  to  walk  about  two  city  blocks 
north,  one  mile  west,  and  one-half  mile  south  to  reach  the 
Prairie  Dale  schoolhouse. 

“The  late  Enos  Cowen,  of  Clay  Center,  was  our  teacher 
and  a  good  one.  There  were  about  thirty  or  more  pupils  at 
school  that  day.  During  the  day  it  started  to  snow.  At  the 
afternoon  recess  several  of  us  were  out  playing  in  the  snow. 
There  was  no  wind  and  such  large  flakes  1  had  never  seen. 

“While  we  were  seated  in  the  schoolroom  soon  after  recess 
there  was  a  terrific  crash  against  the  building  and  the  room 
darkened  and  we  were  in  the  worst  blizzard  this  state  has 
ever  known.  After  the  blizzard  struck  there  were  no  classes. 
The  teacher  permitted  none  to  leave  the  room.  He  said  there 
would  be  someone  who  would  come  after  the  children.” 
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CHAPTER  XI 


IN  THE  fall  of  1888  I  took  a  trip  east  to  my  father’s  home. 

I  had  nearly  died  from  homesickness.  My  traveling  dress 
was  a  beautiful  gray  flowered  calico.  Can  you  think  of  my 
traveling  in  such  a  dress  in  this  modern  age — and  yet,  every¬ 
one  is  crying,  “Depression!”  After  all,  there  was  so  much 
joy  mingled  with  it  all. 

We  traveled  by  lumber  wagon  nearly  all  of  one  day  to  get 
to  Cozad,  Nebraska.  This  was  on  a  Sunday  in  October.  On 
the  train,  we  ate  from  a  lunchbasket  which  I  had  packed  and 
slept  in  the  day  coach. 

I  had  helped  a  fellow  passenger  who  was  taking  his  little 
motherless  boy  back  to  the  grandmothers  in  Iowa.  Mr. 
Show’s  wife  had  died  that  fall  and  this  little  boy  of  six 
months  had  been  ill,  and  as  soon  as  the  child  was  strong 
enough  for  the  trip,  he  left  on  the  same  excursion  train.  I 
helped  him  care  for  the  child  as  far  as  Omaha  and  there  we 
took  different  roads.  Several  years  later,  the  father  sent  me 
a  picture  of  his  boy  in  grateful  remembrance  of  the  help  I 
had  rendered  him.  Later  on,  Mr.  Maze  and  I  had  the  priv¬ 
ilege  of  meeting  the  father  and  the  step-mother  of  this  young 
man  at  the  cemetery  where  they  were  placing  flowers  on  his 
grave  at  Forest  Grove,  Oregon. 

We  had  to  change  trains  five  times  before  we  arrived  at 
my  parents’  home  on  a  Wednesday  afternoon.  How  glad  my 
dear  parents  were  to  see  me !  I  had  stayed  five  years  on  the 
“claim,”  and  we  could  prove  up  on  it  and  it  would  be  ours. 
I  felt  it  was  a  great  event  to  celebrate  this  homecoming. 

We  continued  to  live  on  the  homestead  where  we  had  be¬ 
gun  to  make  some  money.  The  next  spring,  however,  we 
decided  to  rent  the  farm.  We  heeded  the  call  to  give  up  what 
we  had  and  follow  him.  We  were  reluctant  to  leave  the 
community  where  we  had  enjoyed  and  suffered  so  much.  I 
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fully  realized  the  hardships  of  a  pioneer  minister’s  wife.  I 
had  been  blessed  with  deep  religious  conviction,  and  I  con¬ 
sented  to  go  with  Mr.  Maze,  and  we  placed  our  trust  in  the 
Lord.  We  sold  our  livestock.  I  could  not  bear  to  part  with 
our  milk  cows,  and  we  kept  a  few  of  them.  I  had  cause  to 
regret  this  soon  afterwards,  because  the  price  of  cows  went 
down  to  less  than  ten  dollars  a  head.  That  was  the  last  link 
that  held  us  to  the  farm,  and,  bidding  farewell  to  our  good 
friends  and  neighbors,  we  moved  to  Cozad. 

Shortly  after  our  arrival  in  Cozad,  my  husband  was  called 
to  Callaway  to  give  an  address.  When  we  arrived  there,  he 
had  but  fifty  cents  in  his  pocket,  and  I  had  a  raging  tooth¬ 
ache.  He  urged  me  to  spend  the  fifty  cents  to  have  the  tooth 
extracted,  but  I  refused  to  accept  it.  I  was  not  conscious  of 
making  an  actual  plea  for  money,  but  in  my  distress  I  must 
have  made  some  kind  of  spiritual  S.  O.  S.  to  the  Almighty, 
because  that  night  O.  C.  Murphy,  at  whose  house  we  stayed, 
gave  us  five  dollars  to  pay  a  bill  at  a  hardware  store  in 
Cozad,  telling  us  to  keep  the  change  to  help  defray  our  ex¬ 
penses.  Never  was  money  so  badly  needed  and  so  acceptable. 

Cozad  was  a  mission  and  consisted  of  five  appointments. 
These  towns  were  very  small,  and  other  denominations  were 
also  entering,  including  the  Methodists,  Presbyterians  and 
Christians.  Rev.  J.  Holderman,  who  was  a  carpenter,  helped 
build  our  parsonage.  There  were  three  rooms  in  it.  My 
living  room,  sixteen  by  fourteen  feet;  bedrooms  just 
large  enough  for  bed,  small  stand  and  chair.  In  my  girl¬ 
hood  days  I  had  always  been  used  to  plenty  of  room  to 
entertain  company.  In  these  small  quarters  it  was  a  great 
problem.  The  parsonage  was  the  place  where  all  visiting 
preachers  and  country  people  stopped.  We  had  to  have  an¬ 
other  room.  We  resorted  to  the  good  members  of  the  church 
and  decided  to  organize  an  Aid  Society.  I  have  often  won¬ 
dered  how  the  church  could  get  along  without  the  assistance 
of  those  gentle,  willing  workers — veritable  handmaidens  of 
the  Lord.  They  cook,  bake  and  sew  for  the  needy  and  are 
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always  to  be  relied  upon  when  funds  are  needed  for  improve¬ 
ments.  Money  was  scarce  in  Cozad  and  these  women  were 
of  great  help  to  us  that  first  year. 

The  Aid  Society  would  gather  on  Wednesday  afternoon 
and  do  plain  sewing.  They  would  charge  fifty  cents  for  an 
afternoon’s  work.  The  dues  per  member  were  ten  cents.  As 
our  Aid  Society  grew,  and  we  got  more  work,  we  raised  the 
price  of  an  afternoon’s  work  to  five  cents  per  lady.  Our 
money  began  to  make  a  showing  and  we  soon  had  the  lum¬ 
ber  for  a  kitchen.  When  we  built  it,  it  was  a  lean-to  eight 
by  ten  feet,  with  a  good  floor  and  shingled  roof.  The  walls 
were  not  plastered  nor  sealed.  There  were  two  windows,  one 
on  the  north,  and  the  other  on  the  west.  Under  the  west 
window,  I  had  a  shelf  for  a  work  table.  I  had  a  safe-cup¬ 
board  in  one  corner  and  in  another  corner  stood  my  break¬ 
fast  table  and  four  stool  chairs.  In  the  northeast  corner  was 
my  cook  stove.  There  was  no  buying  of  bread  or  patroniz¬ 
ing  the  delicatessen.  I  did  all  of  the  baking.  The  southeast 
was  the  outer  door  and  near  it  we  had  a  door  from  the  liv¬ 
ing  room.  I  was  very  happy  to  have  this  kitchen.  I  felt  now 
that  I  would  have  a  living  room  where  I  could  entertain  my 
guests. 

It  was  near  Christmas  when  we  were  surprised  one  after¬ 
noon.  Sixteen  business  men  called  and  presented  Mr.  Maze 
with  sixteen  silver  dollars.  This  was  the  time  when  W.  J. 
Bryan  was  so  popular.  These  men  were  Populists,  while  Mr. 
Maze  was  Republican.  They  were  not  members  of  our 
church,  but  were  just  good  citizens  who  appreciated  the 
good  that  Mr.  Maze  was  doing.  Also,  we  received  many 
other  useful  gifts  from  the  good  people.  As  I  write  this, 
most  all  of  them  have  gone  Home,  but  they  are  where  they 
will  not  lose  their  reward. 

I  was  expecting  the  stork,  and  had  plenty  of  baking  and 
cooking  done  ahead  for  unexpected  guests  against  the  time 
when  I  would  be  unable  to  do  it.  I  had  my  pies  and  cakes 
on  a  hanging  shelf  so  the  mice  could  not  get  to  them. 
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Mr.  Maze  was  very  popular,  getting  more  funerals  and 
weddings  than  the  other  ministers.  The  members  of  the 
church  signed  a  petition  in  favor  of  having  him  stay,  but 
the  rules  of  Conference  rejected  it.  Three  years  was  the 
time  limit. 

Miss  Sadie  Purdy,  from  Custer  County,  a  shepherd’s 
daughter,  wanted  to  get  an  education,  so  she  came  and  stayed 
with  me  and  attended  the  public  schools. 

Mr.  Maze  preached  in  the  public  schoolhouse  at  Roland, 
as  we  had  no  church  in  the  country.  He  held  a  very  success¬ 
ful  meeting,  but  I  was  unable  to  attend,  as  my  little  daugh¬ 
ter  was  only  a  week  old.  I  was  very  much  interested  in  it, 
however,  and  waited  anxiously  for  Mr.  Maze’s  return.  He 
would  tell  me  all  about  the  meeting. 

Uncle  Bob  Roland  was  a  very  strong  Baptist.  He  would 
attend  our  meetings,  but  would  not  commune  with  us.  Aunt 
Christine,  his  second  wife,  knew  how  to  keep  the  Sabbath. 
Sometimes  when  friends  or  neighbors  would  drop  in  for 
Sunday,  she  would  say,  “Come  and  go  to  Sunday  school 
with  me,  or  if  you  like,  you  may  stay  here  until  I  return.” 
But  she  would  always  go.  She  raised  her  children  to  attend 
Sunday  school  and  they  were  converted. 

This  Roland  schoolhouse  was  out  among  the  farmers.  We 
had  some  very  willing  helpers — Mr.  and  Mrs.  Campbell  and 
their  children,  and  Miss  Rena,  who  was  the  Sunday-school 
secretary,  and  also  many  others. 

As  soon  as  I  was  able,  I  took  my  baby  and  little  boy  to 
Sunday  school,  as  I  always  helped  in  the  singing. 

In  those  days  we  traveled  with  ponies  and  buggies.  One 
of  our  missions  was  Bethel.  This  settlement  was  made  up 
of  mostly  Kentuckians.  We  had  many  nice  weddings  there. 

Our  son,  ten  years  old,  and  my  baby  Nellie  were  baptized 
by  C.  W.  Anthony,  the  Presiding  Elder.  While  we  were 
serving  at  Cozad  I  baked  bread  on  a  Sunday  and  could  not 
go  with  Mr.  Maze  to  his  appointment.  1  had  always  gone 
with  him  and  led  the  singing.  When  he  came  home  from 
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the  services,  I  asked  him  how  he  got  along.  He  said  that 
with  almost  every  other  sentence  he  uttered,  this  thought 
would  come  into  his  mind:  “Katie  is  home  baking  bread/' 
I  said  to  him,  “Oh,  if  God  will  ever  forgive  me,  I  will  never 
be  guilty  of  this  evil  again.”  To  this  day,  I  have  kept  my 
promise.  After  three  years  in  Cozad,  Mr.  Maze  was  sent 
back  to  Lodi  to  finish  out  the  unexpired  term  of  a  minister 
who  became  dissatisfied  and  asked  to  be  transferred. 

While  we  were  holding  meetings  at  Lodi,  Redfern  Table, 
Eddyville,  Oconto  and  Lomax,  we  gained  a  very  substantial 
church  at  Oconto.  Here  we  had  the  sons  of  Brother  Joseph 
Thurman,  Rufus  and  George,  who  are  loyal,  faithful  mem¬ 
bers.  We  also  had  Sister  Ida  Thurman.  That  is  just  as  it 
should  be.  When  the  father  and  mother  pass  on,  their  man¬ 
tles  should  fall  on  the  children.  Their  good  works  were  not 
in  vain. 

James  Runsie’s  father  had  been  a  coal  miner  at  Braid- 
wood,  Illinois.  He  had  a  large  family  and  his  attention  was 
turned  to  the  far  west,  where  he  could  get  homes  for  his 
children,  as  land  for  homesteaders  was  still  available.  I  was 
very  glad  to  have  the  Runsies  come  into  our  community. 
They  located  about  six  miles  away  from  us,  just  at  the  head 
of  a  large  canyon  that  led  up  onto  Buffalo  Table.  These 
children  had  worked  in  the  mines  in  Illinois,  and  their  edu¬ 
cation  was  limited.  I  suggested  to  Mr.  Maze  that  he  go  and 
ask  Brother  James,  the  one  who  was  called  to  the  ministry, 
to  come  and  live  with  us  and  go  to  school  with  our  son, 
Emery,  at  the  Cornish  sod  schoolhouse.  He  accepted  our 
offer,  and  then  I  planned  my  work.  I  would  go  with  Mr. 
Maze  and  help  hold  a  revival  at  Callaway.  That  place  had 
been  served  by  Robert  Patterson,  a  student  pastor  from  the 
Presbyterian  College  at  Hastings,  and  when  school  opened 
they  were  without  a  pastor,  although  he  came  back  once  in 
a  while  to  preach  on  Sunday.  I  would  cook  up  plenty,  as  I 
thought  for  the  boys  to  eat  while  we  were  gone  and  take  my 
little  girl  with  me  to  stay  all  week  in  Callaway  helping  with 
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the  revival  meetings.  This  was  late  in  the  fall  of  1892.  I 
would  go  back  home  on  Friday  evenings,  set  my  sponge  and 
bake  my  bread,  pies,  and  cookies  and  get  ready  to  go  back  on 
Sunday.  I  made  lye  hominy  from  corn.  I  previously  had 
cooked  up  a  lot  of  it,  for  it  kept  well  in  a  cool  place.  Winter 
had  now  set  in,  so  we  expected  it  to  be  cool.  I  left  a  large 
batch  of  hominy  for  the  boys  to  eat  and  during  the  week  the 
weather  turned  warm  again.  When  I  came  home  the  next 
weekend,  I  found  that  the  hominy  had  soured.  I  asked  the 
boys  if  they  had  been  eating  it  and  James  Runsie  laughed 
and  said  yes,  that  they  thought  it  tasted  fine.  The  boys  did 
very  well  batching  and  going  to  school. 

Mr.  Maze  had  secured  the  services  of  old  Father  Wesley, 
a  retired  Baptist  minister,  and  his  second  wife,  for  help 
with  the  meetings  at  Callaway.  This  meeting  continued  all 
of  three  weeks.  I  have  no  record  of  how  many  people  were 
saved.  During  these  meetings,  every  available  place  was 
taken;  windows  were  pushed  up  from  the  outside  and  people 
listened  through  them,  spring  seats  from  the  wagons  were 
brought  in  and  Brother  Charlie  Whaley  sat  on  his  old  gray 
horse  listening  to  the  Gospel.  The  whole  town  and  sur¬ 
rounding  community  was  stirred  up  as  never  before  or  since. 
Mr.  Whaley  had  drank  up  his  homestead  by  mortgaging  it. 
Sister  Whaley  had  to  go  and  forbid  the  saloon  keeper  to 
sell  her  husband  any  more  whisky.  One  day,  we  called  on 
the  Charlie  Whaley’s  family  and  they  were  so  pleased.  Of 
course,  we  called  just  before  dinner  and  accepted  an  invita¬ 
tion  to  stay  for  dinner.  Mr.  Whaley  was  a  pioneer  with  us 
and  we  knew  the  family  well.  He  got  on  his  old  gray  horse 
and  rode  over  to  towrn  for  canned  peaches  and  other  good 
eats.  Some  of  our  friends  said  to  us,  “You  would  not  go 
into  that  old  drunkard’s  home  for  a  prayer  meeting!”  I 
said,  “Why  not?”  We  did  and  gained  a  victory  when  he 
and  his  whole  family  were  converted.  Many  of  them  are 
faithful  to  this  day.  The  second  and  third  generations  are 
very  highly  respected  citizens  and  leaders  in  their  com- 
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munities  and  churches.  How  it  paid  all  of  us  for  going  to 
his  home  for  that  prayer  meeting!  Later  on,  I  was  permitted 
to  see  Mr.  Whaley  just  a  few  days  before  he  died  and  my 
heart  was  so  moved  that  I  had  to  go  with  one  of  his  daugh¬ 
ters,  a  nurse,  and  have  my  cry  out  before  I  could  go  in  and 
speak  to  him.  He  was  a  kind  and  loving  father,  neighbor 
and  friend,  as  we  knew  him  as  a  pioneer. 

We  only  remained  on  the  Lodi  mission  one  year.  During 
this  time,  we  held  a  very  successful  meeting  at  Redfern  and 
also  at  Lodi.  We  saw  many  of  our  young  people  converted. 
About  this  time,  our  son,  Emery,  was  herding  cattle  for  our 
neighbor,  Mr.  Charles  Winters,  and  fell  from  his  pony  and 
broke  his  arm. 

It  was  while  we  were  serving  our  church  in  Callaway  that 
my  son  and  I  both  came  down  with  typhoid  fever.  That 
summer,  the  hot  winds  blew  almost  constantly  from  the 
south.  I  lay  sick  the  greater  part  of  six  weeks.  Salaries  were 
small,  but  we  had  kind  neighbors  and  everyone  in  those  days 
put  into  practice  the  Golden  Rule.  I  had  a  Sunday-school 
class  of  nineteen  young  ladies  and  they  took  turns  coming 
into  my  home  and  doing  the  work.  Mr.  Maze  was  the  nurse 
by  day  and  the  townsfolk  took  their  turns  by  night  sitting  up 
with  the  sick.  This  lasted  until  August.  My  son  got  well 
before  I  did.  Our  little  daughter  came  down  with  the  whoop¬ 
ing  cough  and  kind  neighbors  saw  to  it  that  she  was  cared 
for  during  the  night.  I  shall  never  forget  those  good  friends, 
Mrs.  Dick  Brega  and  Mother  Charles  Whaley.  They  took 
their  turns  in  sitting  up  and  seeing  that  we  had  milk  and 
butter.  Mrs.  J.  Woods  Smith,  wife  of  the  founder  of  the 
town  of  Callaway;  Mrs.  Roy  Welch,  Sisters  Stella  and  Ida 
Drum  and  others  of  our  Episcopal  and  Catholic  friends  came 
and  helped  us  out  in  a  substantial  way.  May  God  bless  their 
kind  deeds  to  the  memory  and  practice  of  their  offspring. 
Christ  has  said,  “A  cup  of  cold  water  given  in  my  name  shall 
never  lose  its  reward.”  There  was  a  blessed  fellowship  in 
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those  days.  I  would  to  God  that  we  had  it  now  and  there 
would  be  less  of  depression,  hate  and  strife. 

That  year  the  first  camp  meeting  was  held  near  Gothen¬ 
burg  over  in  the  Platte  Valley.  I  had  always  wanted  to  at¬ 
tend  a  camp  meeting,  even  as  a  s.mall  child  in  Tipton,  In¬ 
diana.  I  attended  my  first  one,  but  I  was  still  convalescing 
from  my  illness,  so  Mr.  Maze  went  along  to  this  camp  meet¬ 
ing.  Doctor  Matthews  had  gone  with  a  load  of  horses  to 
Pennsylvania,  so  I  was  left  in  the  hands  of  Dr.  Greer.  I 
took  a  relapse  and  was  very  ill,  and  word  was  carried  to 
Mr.  Maze  at  the  camp  meeting.  They  prayed  very  earnestly 
for  God  to  raise  me  up  from  this  dreaded  disease,  so  1  am 
here  to  tell  the  story  of  answered  prayer.  It  was  not  God’s 
will  that  I  should  be  taken  then.  He  had  a  greater  work  for 
me,  in  helping  my  husband.  His  work  was  a  larger  sphere 
than  mine;  I  was  the  homekeeper,  looking  after  our  family. 
If  every  wife  and  mother  could  realize  that  that  was  her 
God-given  task,  there  would  not  be  so  many  divorces  in  the 
land. 
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CHAPTER  XII 


THE  next  year,  1894,  was  the  drouth  year.  Nothing  was 
raised  because  there  was  no  rain.  Clouds  would  gather 
and  then  the  wind  would  come  up  and  scatter  them.  Our 
lakes  were  dried  up,  and  we  had  many  sand  storms.  Many 
people  became  discouraged  and  moved  back  east  to  live  with 
their  relatives.  The  whole  county  was  in  confusion  and  dis¬ 
tress.  There  was  an  organization  in  Callaway  known  as  the 
Callaway  Central  Relief  Committee,  acting  for  Delight, 
Custer,  Wood  River,  Grant,  Elim,  Triumph  and  Arnold 
Townships.  Persons  were  chosen  to  do  this  work  of  getting 
aid  for  the  relief  of  the  needy  people.  They  were  R.  E. 
Brega,  attomey-at-law;  Thomas  Norbury,  president  of  the 
Seven  Valleys  Bank;  Mark  Schneringer,  hardware  mer¬ 
chant;  Mrs.  A.  L.  Matthews,  the  doctor's  wife;  Mrs.  H.  Ii. 
Andrews,  real  estate  agent’s  wife;  and  myself,  a  minister’s 
wife.  Mr.  Maze  was  appointed  to  go  to  Indiana  to  solicit 
aid  for  the  Custer  County  drouth  sufferers.  He  was  very 
successful  and  came  back  with  a  carload  of  the  necessities 
of  life — second-hand  clothing,  food,  and  some  money.  Many 
states  in  the  Union  sent  in  aid  from  as  far  away  as  Wash¬ 
ington  and  Utah.  We  received  apples,  wheat  and  much  flour. 
Pennsylvania  contributed  clothing,  hats  and  shoes.  I  said 
then  never  did  I  want  to  go  through  such  experiences  again, 
but  here  we  are  again  in  one  of  the  worst  depressions  since 
that  time.  Ours  at  that  time  was  mostly  in  Nebraska  and 
Kansas,  but  now  it  is  felt  all  over  the  world.  People  became 
prosperous  and  forgot  God. 

After  that  drouth  year  of  1894,  there  were  great  revivals 
and  many  souls  were  saved.  During  the  drouth,  places  of 
worship  were  opened  for  people  to  pray  for  rain.  Even  the 
Wright  Brothers  were  devising  explosions  in  the  air  to  cause 
clouds  to  form  together  and  see  if  it  wouldn’t  rain.  God  is 
still  on  his  throne  and  has  given  his  Word  to  us.  We  are 
only  his  stewards  and  must  obey  his  will. 
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My  husband  had  a  very  serious  illness  while  we  were  serv¬ 
ing  the  Callaway  mission.  He  had  been  secretary  of  the 
Conference,  then  was  called  to  other  parts  to  negotiate  some 
legal  transactions  for  the  church.  When  he  returned  home, 
he  came  down  with  typhoid  fever.  The  doctor  broke  it  up 
and  it  settled  in  the  mastoid.  There  was  no  surgeon  nearer 
than  Kearney.  Our  local  doctor  said  he  would  like  to  have 
a  consultation  with  another  capable  doctor  before  he  decided 
to  do  anything  about  it.  Uncle  Joe  Thurman  said  he  and  his 
faithful  ponies  would  go  to  Broken  Bow,  twenty-five  miles 
away.  Broken  Bow  was  our  county  seat.  Uncle  Joe  Thur¬ 
man  was  dispatched  hurriedly  for  the  doctor.  It  was  a  very 
dark  night.  He  had  to  go  through  canyons,  up  hills  and 
across  a  large  tableland.  Finally,  he  returned  towards  morn¬ 
ing.  After  the  consultation,  Dr.  Matthews  said  an  imme¬ 
diate  operation  was  necessary,  because  the  mastoid  was 
affected.  I  noticed  that  morning  about  eight  o’clock  that 
there  were  red  streaks  following  the  veins  down  into  the 
neck  and  shoulder.  I  asked  my  husband  who  we  should  get 
to  operate.  Fie  said,  “Dr.  Matthews.”  I  agreed  with  him,  as 
that  doctor  had  been  in  from  two  to  three  times  a  day  and 
I  felt  he  was  the  one.  This  was  his  first  surgical  work. 
About  nine  o’clock  in  the  morning,  the  pain  shifted  to  Mr. 
Maze’s  heart.  I  hastily  called  the  doctor,  and  he  had  me 
use  hot  applications  on  his  heart.  It  looked  to  me  that  death 
was  evidently  near.  The  doctor  hastily  gave  a  heart  stim¬ 
ulant.  That  afternoon,  in  our  sick  chamber,  the  operation 
was  performed.  The  doctor  who  gave  the  anesthetic  said 
that  prayers  were  being  offered  for  Mr.  Maze  all  over  town, 
so  his  life  was  spared. 

From  Callaway,  Mr.  Maze  was  transferred  to  Kearney, 
the  midway  city,  halfway  between  the  Atlantic  and  the  Pa¬ 
cific  Oceans,  on  the  main  line  of  the  Union  Pacific  Railroad. 
He  served  the  charge  at  Kearney  for  three  years.  He  then 
covered  charges  in  Aurora,  Hastings,  and  Blue  Springs, 
finally  locating  in  Lincoln. 
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It  had  been  rather  difficult,  while  moving  from  one  charge 
to  another,  to  carry  on  the  schooling  of  my  two  children 
without  interruption.  It  was  a  great  satisfaction  to  me  when 
they  successfully  completed  the  grammer  grades  and  high 
school.  My  daughter,  Nellie,  graduated  from  the  University 
of  Nebraska  at  Lincoln  and  attained  her  A.B.  Degree.  While 
I  encouraged  and  supervised  their  education,  I  was  too  busy 
attending  to  their  physical  needs  to  emulate  them. 

My  husband’s  rise  in  the  ecclesiastical  field  was  rapid  and 
his  reward  in  keeping  with  his  tireless  labor.  I  possessed  a 
deep  feeling  of  reverence  toward  him  always  and  this  in¬ 
creased  with  the  years  as  he  grew  in  religious  stature.  I 
accompanied  him  every  step  of  the  way  until  he  achieved  the 
goal  of  his  ambition.  I  fear  that,  in  concentrating  on  the 
progress  of  my  little  family,  I  neglected  to  fully  develop  my 
own  mental  endowments;  but  that  is  the  price  paid  by 
pioneer  mothers  from  time  immemorial. 

Mr.  Maze  was  two  years  in  the  active  ministry  when  the 
church  division  came  in  1890.  From  the  beginning  of  the 
trouble  which  ended  in  division,  Mr.  Maze  strongly  opposed 
division,  believing  that  at  the  earliest  possible  date  a  move¬ 
ment  should  be  started  to  bring  the  two  bodies  together,  and 
at  the  end  of  about  ten  years  of  division,  Mr.  Maze  made  a 
vow  that  he  would  give  whatever  he  could  of  his  life  as  the 
Lord  might  direct  to  this  end.  He  believed  that  the  Lord 
called  him  to  the  ministry  from  early  childhood  and  a  com¬ 
bination  of  circumstances;  many  of  which  were  not  to  his 
liking  and  not  understood  at  the  time,  but  which  he  after¬ 
ward  believed  to  be  a  part  of  God’s  plan  to  bring  him  to  the 
place  of  dedicating  his  life  to  his  service.  He  said,  “All 
through  these  years  of  a  busy  life,  I  have  felt  very  keenly 
my  lack  of  special  training  for  my  life’s  work,  and  yet  I  am 
not  sure  but  that  the  struggles  of  my  early  life,  together 
with  my  many  and  varied  experiences  on  a  great  frontier,  in 
close  touch  with  the  hardships  incident  to  the  development 
of  a  new  country,  were  a  part  of  God's  plan  for  giving  me 
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vision  and  getting  me  ready  for  the  service  which  I  was  to 
render.  I  have  simply  tried  to  be  obedient  to  my  Church 
and  my  Conference  and  I  have  always  been  given  more 
recognition  than  I  deserved.” 

From  1898  he  served  on  the  General  Board  of  his  Church 
continually,  helping  in  the  building  of  the  new  publishing 
house  at  Harrisburg.  He  was  a  member  of  all  the  General 
Conferences  since  1898,  also  served  on  the  Commission  for 
Organic  Union  of  the  two  Evangelical  Churches  from  the 
time  of  its  organization,  attending  every  session  of  these 
commissions  until  union  was  effected  in  1922,  feeling  that 
he  gave  the  best  of  his  life  to  this  particular  movement  and 
sometimes  carrying  a  burden  which  only  God  knew  about. 

After  the  merger  of  the  two  churches,  in  addition  to  his 
many  other  duties  as  Bishop  of  the  Church,  he  served  as 
President  of  the  Board  of  Publications,  leading  in  the  pur¬ 
chase  of  the  new  publishing  house  in  Cleveland  and  also 
serving  as  President  of  the  Board  of  Missions  and  on  the 
Board  of  Church  Extension. 

He  was  elected  Presiding  Elder,  serving  eight  years, 
which  was  the  term  limit.  In  connection  with  his  work  as 
Presiding  Elder,  he  was  appointed  by  the  Board  of  Bishops 
and  Board  of  Missions  to  superintend  the  Kansas  and  Okla¬ 
homa  Conference  of  the  United  Evangelical  Church  for  one 
year  following  its  organization,  at  which  time  he  was  again 
returned  to  the  pastorate,  serving  the  Blue  Springs  charge, 
living  in  Blue  Springs,  Gage  County,  for  three  years.  The 
Conference  elected  him  Presiding  Elder  for  four  years  in 
the  West  Kearney  District  and  four  years  in  the  East  Dis¬ 
trict,  Hastings,  Nebraska. 

We  were  sent  to  Lincoln,  Nebraska,  and  here  we  built  a 
new  district  house.  I  was  the  first  woman  to  occupy  it.  The 
second  year  there  we  went  to  the  World’s  Fair  at  San  Fran¬ 
cisco,  California — our  first  vacation.  We  were  away  from 
our  work  for  six  weeks,  but  visited  our  newly  established 
work  in  Montana  at  Broadview.  Brother  Newton  Eller  was 
living  then  on  his  homestead.  He  since  went  into  the  min- 
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istry  and  is  one  of  our  untiring  members  of  the  Montana 
Conference  at  the  present  time.  Brother  Will  Dillow  was 
living  on  his  homestead  in  Montana  and  we  were  very  happy 
to  be  entertained  in  his  home,  as  he  had  been  a  pioneer  min¬ 
ister  in  the  Platte  River  Conference.  We  also  met  Brother 
Watterman,  who  was  formerly  from  the  Iowa  Conference. 

I  worked  in  the  W.  C.  T.  U.  in  Nebraska  until  the  state 
voted  dry  and  am  still  working  for  the  W.  C.  T.  U. 

While  living  in  Lincoln,  Nebraska,  Mr.  Maze  was  elected 
Field  Secretary  and  Treasurer  of  Western  Union  College  of 
LeMars,  Iowa,  having  been  a  member  of  the  Board  of  Trus¬ 
tees  of  that  institution  from  the  time  of  its  organization  and 
most  of  the  time  Chairman  of  the  Board  of  Trustees.  In 
1918,  the  trustees  elected  him  to  solicit  funds  for  the  Dubs 
Memorial  at  that  place.  This  was  a  very  hard  task,  but, 
having  faith  in  God  and  knowing  that  the  building  was  very 
much  needed,  he  set  forth  to  the  task  assigned  him  and  col¬ 
lected  the  sum  of  ninety  thousand  dollars.  This  took  much 
thought  and  preparation,  as  the  men  from  whom  he  solicited 
were  well  versed  and  would  ask  questions.  He  would  have 
to  be  ready  to  give  them  an  answer.  This  was  a  great  task 
accomplished.  The  building  was  erected  and  is  known  as 
the  Rudolph  Dubs  Memorial.  Mr.  Maze  had  the  honor  of 
dedicating  this  building. 

The  same  year,  at  York,  Pennsylvania,  the  General  Con¬ 
ference  convened  and  Mr.  Maze  was  elected  to  the  office  of 
Bishop.  Our  daughter,  Nellie,  was  married  in  Lincoln,  in 
1914,  after  having  graduated  from  the  university.  She 
married  Dr.  H.  J.  Broderson,  who  taught  chemistry  in  the 
University  of  Illinois  after  getting  his  Master’s  Degree  at 
Cornell  University  in  New  York.  They  are  now  located  at 
LaMarque,  Texas.  Our  son,  after  leaving  our  college  at 
Le  Mars,  went  as  a  sales  manager  in  a  ready-to-wear  cloth¬ 
ing  store  to  Spokane,  Washington,  and  has  lived  there  ever 
since,  then  moved  to  Seattle  where  he  died  in  1941. 

From  Lincoln,  in  1916,  we  moved  to  Le  Mars,  Iowa, 
where  we  lived  until  our  General  Conference  districted  the 
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bishops  and  we  moved  to  Harrisburg,  Pennsylvania.  There, 
Mr.  Maze  had  charge  of  five  of  our  oldest  conferences  in  the 
East.  He  served  as  Bishop  until  his  retirement  at  the  General 
Conference  in  October,  1934,  at  Akron,  Ohio.  In  the  spring 
of  1935,  we  moved  back  to  Lincoln,  Nebraska,  it  being  our 
pioneer  home  state.  We  desired  to  return  to  Nebraska  and 
spend  our  remaining  years  in  the  state  where  we  first  settled. 
Men  of  vision  and  experience  are  beginning  to  note  the 
trend  of  events  in  the  world  today.  The  only  answer  to  the 
spread  of  Satan  lies  in  the  restoration  of  Christian  influence 
in  America.  Satan  and  Christ  stand  at  opposite  poles.  Satan 
represents  the  lowest  forms  of  materialism;  Christ  symbol¬ 
izes  the  highest  and  noblest  conceptions  of  the  spiritual.  To 
Christ,  man  is  the  noblest  handiwork  of  God. 

The  cold  winds  of  winter  have  ceased.  Trickles  of  water 
hurry  across  the  sloping  fields  where  drifted  snow  lay  deep 
such  a  short  while  ago.  The  first  birds  of  spring  call  in  the 
woodlands  and  the  early  flowers  greet  each  new  day.  Truly, 
as  the  world’s  wisest  man  wrote  centuries  ago,  “the  winter 
is  past  .  .  .  the  flowers  appear  on  the  earth;  the  time  of  the 
singing  of  birds  is  come.” 

How  joyous  the  songs  of  the  birds  that  greet  the  sunrise! 
What  beauty  in  the  unfolding  flowers !  How  they  appeal  to 
us.  How  they  comfort  us  as  we  go  about  our  daily  tasks, 
which  seems  to  demand  more  and  more  of  us  until  we  are 
heartsore  and  weary ! 

“Come  ye  yourselves  apart  .  .  .  and  rest  a  while,”  is  the 
invitation. 

Through  the  flowers,  God  would  call  our  attention  to  the 
loveliness  of  Christlike  character.  With  him,  we  may  safely 
leave  the  heavy  burdens  and  the  grief,  the  very  cares  that 
press  us.  Let  us  rejoice  in  his  loving  care  that  he  showers 
upon  us. 

“God  would  not  flood  me  with  blessings, 

Meaning  me  only  to  pine 
Amid  all  the  bounties  and  beauties 
He  pours  upon  me  and  mine.” 
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A  Record  Piece  of  Wool  Needlework  Exhibited  at  the  Nebraska  State  Fair  in  1938 

By  Mrs.  Maze 

Historical  interest  is  worked  into  the  tapestry  entry  of  Mrs.  M.  T.  Maze, 
which  she  made  at  the  age  of  seventy-two.  The  center  is  of  yarn  woven  by  Mrs. 
Maze’s  mother  many  years  ago.  On  the  lower  border  are  embroidered  symbols  of 
the  changes  made  of  transportation,  from  the  stage  coach  to  the  airplane;  the  upper 
has  a  log  cabin,  spinning  wheel,  loom,  covered  wagon  and  log  courthouse.  “ Pioneer 
Days”  is  embroidered  on  one  side ;  the  dates  “  1 849 - 19  i  5”  on  the  other. 
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In  my  writing  of  the  pioneer  life  as  a  minister’s  wife,  I 
have  tried  to  show  up  both  sides,  both  the  fair  and  the 
“woolly”  west,  and  what  Christianity  can  do.  With  all  these 
trials  and  conflicts,  I  will  say,  “It  pays  to  serve  God  first.” 
He  has  said,  “Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God  with  all 
thy  heart,  and  with  all  thy  soul,  and  with  all  thy  mind,  and 
with  all  thy  strength ;  this  is  the  first  commandment.  And 
the  second  is  this,  “Thou  shalt  love  thy  neighbor  as  thyself.” 


lot 


I  t'TOtaifiim  s  ee  iwnoiq  orfJ  lo  gniihw  ni 

srfj  .m,  •  :'.'t  Vili  ilioJ  ,*  ‘hi*  Itiod  qr  worl?  ol  :>»r*  ^ 

{j6  cUIW  ob  ro»  X'imrifei'uD  JkHw  bnK  ,*e*w  {tioov/' 
'\u.v  l>  L  invaoJ  .-xz<  Jt“  ,<a«  :,w  1  atairtnco  b nc  =  /.  i 
Hi;  ftjiv/  boO  vr(J  fno.J  art)  wot  tlsifi-  i.  -i  ,btc  r  ;r  »Ii 
br  •  n  yriJ  &.  iftiv,-  bn*  .two  \ih  ^  1  'tv-  bn*  ,nr  '  y/it 
i ; : A  iitombni  rno  oo  ist*!  >*il  ai  *"J  ;  igrcnit  ^  a’  ;  ’:w 


CHAPTER  XIII 

Some  of  My  Travels  and  Missions 

I  AM  now  living  in  the  eventide  of  life.  As  I  look  back  on 
these  four-score  years,  I  am  living  on  borrowed  time. 
God  has  promised  a  long  and  useful  life  if  we  serve  him 
faithfully.  If  we  had  not  been  so  grasping  for  the  material 
things  of  life  and  put  God  first  what  a  rounded-out  life  I 
might  have  had.  God  in  his  divine  plan  gives  us  a  choice. 
We  can  serve  him  or  reject  him.  So  it  behooves  everyone 
to  make  a  choice.  From  the  time  I  was  convicted  of  sin  I  had 
resolved  in  my  heart  as  for  “me  and  my  house  we  would 
serve  the  Ford.”  We  are  not  to  walk  after  the  lusts  of  the 
flesh  but  after  the  spirit.  Our  lives  are  to  tell.  Have  we  like 
Cain  brought  to  God  the  fruits  of  the  earth  or  are  we  like 
Abel  his  brother,  who  made  a  supreme  sacrifice?  How  can 
the  church  of  Christ  find  an  excuse  if  she  fails  to  set  forth 
to  all  the  world  in  the  strongest  possible  manner  truths  of 
Christ’s  teachings. 

I  wonder  if  the  church  of  today  is  burning  itself  out  with 
entertainments  in  beautiful  edifices.  The  worldly  people  of 
today  are  looking  to  us  to  set  them  an  example.  We  must 
follow  the  meek  and  lowly  “Nazarene,”  whose  short  life  of 
only  three  years  exemplified  the  life  of  his  father  by  saying, 
“Father,  even  as  thou  art  in  me,  and  I  in  thee,  that  they 
also  may  be  in  us :  that  the  world  may  believe  that  thou  didst 
send  me.”  St.  John  17:21.  The  world  is  in  a  chaotic  state 
as  in  the  time  of  the  destruction  of  Solomon’s  temple.  God 
sent  his  son,  “For  God  so  loved  the  world,  that  he  gave  his 
only  begotten  Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  him  should 
not  perish,  but  have  everlasting  life.”  St.  John  3  :  16. 

The  Hebrew  people  had  turned  away  from  obeying  God’s 
law.  Jesus  was  crucified  after  God  had  provided  every  neces¬ 
sity  for  his  people.  Yet,  during  these  three  years,  Jesus  drew 
men,  women  and  children  to  him  and  taught  them  as  “never 
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man  spake.”  We  see  hate,  malice,  envy  and  greed  today. 
Jesus’  mission  was  to  redeem  mankind.  He  prayed  for  the 
world. 

“But  God,  who  is  rich  in  mercy,  for  his  great  love  where¬ 
with  he  loved  us  and  hath  raised  us  up  together  and  made 
us  sit  together  in  heavenly  places,  in  Christ  Jesus;  For  by 
grace  are  ye  saved  through  faith;  and  that  not  of  your¬ 
selves;  it  is  the  gift  of  God:  Not  of  works,  lest  any  man 
should  boast.”  Ephesians  2:4,  6,  8,  9,  my  father’s  text  he 
had  chosen. 
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CHAPTER  XIV 


Missions 


AS  FAR  back  as  I  can  remember  I  have  always  been  in- 
***  terested  in  missions.  I  was  gathered  into  a  mission 
Sunday  school  in  my  father’s  neighborhood. 

Since  that  small  beginning  in  my  life  God  was  preparing 
me  for  greater  work.  My  husband  and  I  organized  preach¬ 
ing  appointments,  not  only  in  sod  schoolhouses  and  sod 
churches  in  western  Nebraska,  as  well  as  frame  schoolhouses 
and  laying  the  foundation  for  frame  churches  in  the  Platte 
River  Valley — Grandview  church,  west  of  Gothenburg  and 
Bethel.  This  work  was  supported  by  our  General  Mission 
Treasurer,  appropriating  small  amounts. 

It  was  while  we  lived  in  Kearney,  Nebraska,  that  I  helped 
to  instruct  our  Mission  Band  that  I  received  my  first  vision 
of  foreign  missions.  I  was  using  the  funds  gathered  in  the 
small  banks  to  beautify  our  church.  When  my  pastor’s  wife, 
our  sainted  sister  Schenburger  called  my  attention  to  the 
inscription  printed  on  those  banks,  all  that  was  put  in  them 
was  to  be  used  for  the  support  of  the  women’s  missionary 
work  in  Japan  and  China.  Then  I  wrote  to  our  General  Mis¬ 
sion  Board  for  literature  and  began  to  inform  myself.  Ever 
since  that  time  I  feel  that  the  dear  sister’s  mantle  has  fallen 
on  me.  She  has  long  since  gone  to  her  heavenly  home.  I 
had  the  privilege  of  entertaining  in  my  home  Doctor  Fred¬ 
erick  Krecker’s  wife,  who  was  our  first  missionary  to  Japan. 
I  corresponded  with  other  missionaries — Miss  Susan 
Bauernfiend  of  Japan  and  Mrs.  Letta  Bazor,  a  niece  of 
Mother  Wonders,  who  was  a  member  of  our  church  in  Blue 
Springs,  Nebraska.  She  and  her  husband  went  to  South 
America  under  the  Missionary  Alliance  Board.  Later  on  I 
entertained  in  my  home  dear  Sister  Talbot,  who  has  lain 
down  her  life  for  the  cause  of  missions  in  China.  Also  our 
Superintendent  Newton  Dubs  and  Sister  Lyla  Voss.  Both 
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of  these  were  later  buried  in  China.  Two  other  sisters  I  knew 
so  well  and  helped  to  support  were  Mrs.  Ruth  McBride  and 
Miss  Marie  Gocker.  Both  are  buried  in  Africa.  What  a 
glorious  time  there  will  be  when  I  greet  these  faithful  mis¬ 
sionaries  on  the  other  shore ! 

Looking  back  into  the  history  of  my  ancestors,  I  had  a 
great-uncle  who  was  a  missionary  to  the  Indians  in  the  then 
territories  of  Oregon  and  Washington.  I  will  give  a  brief 
summary  of  Captain  John  Smith’s  work  among  the  Indians. 

The  story  of  those  early  days  is  interesting,  the  struggles 
and  hardships  encountered  by  those  hardy  pioneers  and  mis¬ 
sionaries,  who  tried  to  improve  conditions  among  the  In¬ 
dians,  is  thrilling  and  fascinating. 

In  1875  was  published  “Wigwam  Warpath.”  The  author, 
A.  B.  Meacham,  was  for  thirty  years  intimately  connected 
with  Indian  affairs  of  the  Northwest.  One  chapter  of  this 
book  tells  of  the  service  of  one  of  those  early  missionaries  to 
the  Warm  Springs  Indians,  Captain  John  Smith.  In  1867, 
Captain  Smith  was  appointed  Government  Agent  to  the  con¬ 
federate  tribes  and  bands  of  Indians  residing  in  Central 
Oregon,  then  territory.  In  a  letter  to  Mr.  Meacham,  in  1874, 
Captain  Smith  wrote  concerning  his  work :  “How  to  re¬ 
store  the  lost  confidence  in  the  white  man  seemed  on  my 
arrival  a  herculean  task.  My  first  work  was  to  get  rid  of  all 
contaminating  influences  by  discharging  bad  men  and  filling 
their  places  with  good,  moral  and  religious  persons.  The 
reformation  at  first  seemed  slow,  but  gradually  increased 
from  day  to  day.  I  was  soon  able  to  start  a  Sabbath  school 
and  divine  services  were  held  every  Sabbath.  The  Indians, 
old  and  young,  were  placed  in  classes  and  appropriate  teach¬ 
ers  set  over  them.  Soon  one  large  and  commodious  house  of 
worship  was  filled  to  its  capacity,  male  and  female,  all  seem¬ 
ingly  eager  to  pick  up  the  crumbs  of  comfort  that  fell  from 
God’s  holy  word.” 

“Then  came  a  change;  officers  from  the  army  were 
ordered  to  relieve  agents.  The  Sabbath  was  soon  disre- 
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garded;  Christian  men  were  replaced  by  others  who  cared 
nothing  for  the  betterment  of  the  Indians.  Soon  everything 
had  relapsed  into  its  former  condition.  When  I  was  again 
permitted  to  return,  I  found  things  but  little  better  than  when 
I  first  came.  However,  I  immediately  set  to  work  again  and 
I  think  I  can  truly  say,  with  full  success.”  .  .  .  “Quite  a 
number,  both  men  and  women,  lead  in  prayer  and  many 
families  maintain  family  worship.  Nearly  one  hundred  have 
made  a  public  confession  of  their  faith.  We  have  cpiite  a 
number  of  children  who  read  and  speak  fluently,  commit  to 
memory  easily,  using  the  slate  to  advantage,  demonstrating 
their  ability  to  learn  as  readily  as  white  children,  provided 
they  have  the  same  advantages.” 

“I  have  found  them  much  more  susceptible  to  moral  and 
religious  advancement  than  the  white  man,  giving  them  the 
same  opportunities,  and  I  account  for  it  in  the  fact  that  one 
never  finds  an  infidel  among  them  unless  made  so  by  white 
men.  They  acknowledge  a  Supreme  Being  that  rules  over  all 
things.  They  may  have  a  very  crude  notion  of  the  worship 
due  such  a  Creator,  but  as  soon  as  they  are  taught  the  true 
worship,  they  become  very  zealous.” 

“At  the  time  of  my  coming  here  polygamy  was  indulged 
in  to  the  fullest  extent.  Their  women  were  bought  and  sold, 
and  used  as  beasts  of  burden.  When  old,  they  were  kicked 
out  at  pleasure,  to  get  their  living  as  best  they  could,  or  die 
of  want.  I  immediately  set  about  to  remedy  this  evil  by  tell¬ 
ing  them  it  was  in  violation  of  God’s  holy  word,  and  later 
succeeded  in  securing  a  law  prohibiting  polygamy.” 

“Their  agricultural  affairs  and  social  relations  have  under¬ 
gone  a  great  change.  When  I  came  among  them,  they  were 
wrapped  in  filthy  blankets,  eating  their  food  off  the  ground 
like  the  pigs.  They  had  but  few  houses.  Their  crops  prob¬ 
ably  did  not  exceed  three  hundred  bushels  in  any  season; 
they  lived  on  the  fish  they  caught  in  the  streams  and  the  roots 
they  digged  in  the  mountains.  I  purchased  for  them  a  limited 
amount  of  seed, — they,  packing  it  forty  miles.  This  enabled 
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them  to  raise  five  thousand  bushels  of  wheat,  with  a  good 
supply  of  assorted  vegetables.  Their  crop  the  last  season  has 
been  estimated  at  from  twelve  to  fifteen  thousand  bushels  of 
wheat.  They  now  have  forty  houses  with  logs  hauled  and 
saved  for  twenty  more.  Many  families  sit  around  tables 
well  furnished  with  the  luxuries  common  with  white  people. 
As  to  their  dress,  they  will  compare  favorably  with  many 
country  congregations.  I  have  built  a  house  eighteen  by 
forty-two  feet  for  a  female  school.  In  this  building  I  expect 
to  teach  the  Indian  women  domestic  economy,  which  they 
sorely  need." 

“I  think  the  facts  will  bear  out  in  the  statement  that  if  the 
only  contact  of  the  Indians  with  the  whites  had  been  with 
true  Christian  men,  there  never  would  have  been  any,  or  at 
least  very  little  trouble  with  them.  We  should  have  heard 
fewer  details  of  revolting  massacres;  there  would  have  been 
fewer  costly  wars  that  now  go  to  make  up  the  pages  of 
United  States’  history."  .  .  . 

The  author  continues :  “The  reader  who  peruses  the  fore¬ 
going  letter  will  not  fail  to  discover  that  Captain  Smith’s 
heart  is  in  the  work  and  that  he  is  animated  by  a  true  Chris¬ 
tian  spirit  in  his  labors  with  his  people.  Captain  Smith 
should  be  permitted  to  remain  with  those  for  wdiom  he  has 
done  so  much  and  who  regard  him  with  reverence.” 

Captain  John  Smith  was  my  grandfather’s  brother,  whose 
name  was  Robert  Smith,  a  member  of  the  United  Presby¬ 
terian  Church  and  sent  by  their  board  to  the  Northwest  Ter¬ 
ritory. 

I  can  remember  my  mother  telling  me  as  a  small  child 
about  his  mission  to  the  Indians  in  Oregon  and  Washington. 
Since  I  got  hold  of  this  bit  of  home  missionary  history,  I 
have  had  the  privilege  of  passing  over  some  of  this  territory 
at  Salem,  Oregon,  where  I  stood  by  the  sacred  spot  in  the 
cemetery  where  Jason  Lee  and  his  wife  are  buried.  Mrs. 
Lee  being  the  first  white  woman  to  be  buried  at  Salem,  Ore- 
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gon,  and  both  were  the  first  missionaries  sent  out  by  the 
Methodist  Episcopal  Church. 

I  have  placed  missionary  investments  in  the  following 
countries :  China,  Japan,  Africa,  Korea,  South  America  and 
several  other  countries.  At  home  in  the  American  Bible  and 
Tract  Society;  Piney  Woods  School — colored,  in  Piney 
Woods,  Mississippi ;  student  help  in  colleges  and  orphan¬ 
ages;  W.  C.  T.  U. ;  God's  Bible  School  and  College  in  Cin¬ 
cinnati,  Ohio;  Oriental  Missionary  Society  and  in  the  home 
missions,  and  the  Red  Cross. 

My  daughter,  Mrs.  Nellie  Broderson  has  given  missionary 
support  in  China  under  our  board  and  has  maintained  mis¬ 
sionary  activities  under  the  Methodist  Episcopal  board  in 
India.  My  granddaughters  have  been  brought  up  to  be  very 
active  in  mission  work.  This  is  as  it  should  be.  The  spirit 
of  missions  goes  back  to  five  generations  in  our  family. 
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CHAPTER  XV 


T  T  OW  I  longed  to  be  present  in  our  pioneer  work  in  Penn- 
sylvania,  when  we  first  did  our  pioneer  work  in  Custer 
County,  Nebraska.  I  would  read  in  my  church  paper  and 
look  at  their  large  commodious  churches  and  wish  for  some 
of  the  money  they  had  spent  for  those  churches. 

In  a  meeting  of  our  homecoming  to  commemorate  this 
event,  I  had  the  privilege  to  speak  of  the  good  that  had  been 
accomplished  by  sending  some  of  their  missionary  money  to 
Nebraska.  God’s  word  is  true,  “Cast  thy  bread  upon  the 
waters  and  it  shall  return  unto  thee  after  many  days.” 

Six  years  ago  I  visited  our  Red  Bird  Mission  at  Beverly, 
Kentucky.  Mr.  Maze  and  Rev.  B.  H.  Niebel  founded  this 
mission  in  1921. 

Rev.  J.  J.  DeWall  was  our  first  missionary.  He  and  his 
family  went  from  our  church  at  Le  Mars,  Iowa.  After  seven 
strenuous  years  he  died  and  was  buried  on  the  beautiful  hill¬ 
side  of  the  Cumberland  Mountains  above  our  church  at 
Beverly,  Kentucky,  in  which  he  had  served.  Rev.  DeWall 
had  been  my  pastor  at  Le  Mars,  Iowa,  where  he  and  his  fam¬ 
ily  attended  a  dinner  at  my  home.  He  and  Mr.  Maze  talked 
over  the  great  need  of  the  mission  located  at  Beverly,  Ken¬ 
tucky.  It  was  there  that  God  called  him  to  this  field.  Later  in 
May,  1934,  I  made  a  visit  to  our  Red  Bird  Mission.  What 
changes  had  taken  place !  Rev.  A.  E.  Lehman  is  now  the  mis¬ 
sionary.  I  was  so  thrilled  at  the  thought  of  being  there.  The 
next  morning  at  family  worship,  in  Mountainview  cabin, 
which  Mr.  Maze  and  I  were  occupying,  I  had  a  vision.  I 
could  see  this  saint  of  God  in  our  midst.  It  so  affected  me, 
I  cried  out,  “Oh,  Brother  DeWall  is  here  with  us.” 

The  following  appeared  in  the  Hvangelical-M essenger  on 
October  20,  1928,  in  memory  of  Rev.  John  J.  DeWall,  writ¬ 
ten  by  Anna  Speicher,  Secretary  of  Red  Bird  Mission. 
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A  Prince  Has  Fallen  ! 

Strong  and  beautiful  he  lies  with  a  smile  that  death  could 
not  efface,  but  only  deepen.  That  smile  which  beamed  upon 
the  people  of  the  mountains,  inspiring  confidence  in  the  men, 
bringing  hope  to  women  for  the  protection  and  welfare  of 
their  families,  and  bringing  happiness  to  youth  and  child¬ 
hood,  and  imparting  the  spirit  of  courage  and  helpfulness 
to  his  associates. 

For  several  months  before  his  death,  he  felt  his  strength 
diminishing  and  the  severe  injury  he  received  through  his 
fall  August  13,  caused  a  further  loss  of  that  strong  vitality. 
But  duty  called  and  after  a  few  days,  with  the  means  of 
crutches,  he  made  his  way  about  the  mission  grounds,  or 
rode  on  horseback  to  the  hospital  to  supervise  the  work  there 
and  hasten  it  toward  completion  for  the  dedication  August 
31.  The  last  two  Sundays  in  August  he  preached  seated, 
using  as  his  text  for  one  of  these  sermons,  Genesis  3:8: 
“And  they  heard  the  voice  of  the  Lord  God  walking  in  the 
garden,  in  the  cool  of  the  day.” 

Then  on  the  following  Friday,  he  presided  at  the  dedi¬ 
catory  service  of  the  hospital,  thus  having  realized  one  of 
his  visions  for  the  relief  of  the  suffering  in  the  Cumber- 
lands.  On  Saturday  he  was  deeply  stirred  by  the  brief  but 
wonderful  exhortation  given  by  Bishop  Spreng  to  the  work¬ 
ers  of  the  mission  who  met  in  their  First  Quarterly  Confer¬ 
ence.  Over  the  first  Sunday  in  September  was  celebrated 
the  seventh  anniversary  of  the  founding  of  the  mission.  The 
addresses  of  Mrs.  Sarah  Ernest  Snyder  and  Dr.  Spreng 
were  deeply  appreciated.  The  three  sermons  preached  by 
Bishop  Spreng  “stirred  the  community,”  said  Rev.  DeWall, 
“as  it  has  never  been  stirred  before.”  Flow  can  we  ever  for¬ 
get  how  our  superintendent  looked  as  he  eagerly  took  in 
every  word  of  these  sermons.  What  a  great  preparation  that 
must  have  been  for  the  ordeal  so  soon  to  come ! 

The  following  week  in  company  with  his  wife,  Rev.  De- 
Wall  once  went  horseback  over  the  rocky  road  to  Heyburn 
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to  assist  one  of  the  mountain  men  who  needed  help.  He 
could  scarcely  get  back,  for  his  nerves  seemed  to  have  gone 
to  pieces,  but  the  following  Sunday  he  went  once  more  to 
our  chapel  for  it  was  Communion  Sunday.  This  time,  stand¬ 
ing,  he  poured  out  his  soul  in  the  message  of  “The  Fuller 
Life.”  Returning  home,  he  took  to  his  bed  again,  from 
which  he  was  called  two  weeks  later,  “early  Sunday,”  Sep¬ 
tember  23,  1928. 

How  the  community  was  plunged  into  sudden  mourning. 
Words  are  inadequate  to  describe  it.  Knowing  the  love  of 
the  departed  for  the  native  flowers,  the  boys  of  the  mission 
gathered  armloads  of  golden  rod  and  other  autumnal  wild 
flowers,  which,  with  some  homegrown  flowers,  were  used  in 
great  profusion  in  beautifying  the  home  and  church.  Some 
of  the  natives  waited  nearly  all  day  for  a  last  look  at  the  one 
whom  they  loved  so  much.  The  services  had  to  be  post¬ 
poned  until  6:00  p.  m.,  because  of  the  late  arrival  of  the 
undertaker  and  the  casket.  Sometime  between  the  hour  of 
five  and  six  the  people  were  given  the  privilege  for  which 
they  had  waited  for  hours.  Mothers  with  little  children  had 
to  return  home  immediately  and  could  not  attend  the 
service. 

At  6 : 00  p.  m.,  a  brief  service  was  held  at  the  home  by 
Rev.  Porterfield  and  Rev.  Weibel  and  then  the  procession 
started  to  the  church,  with  the  soft  tones  coming  from  the 
tolling  bell.  Entering  the  church  the  tread  of  the  procession 
was  softened  by  Ashford’s  Hymn  Voluntary,  “Sun  of  My 
Soul.”  How  tenderly  and  with  what  expression,  a  group 
of  our  girls  sang,  trying  to  bring  to  the  bereaved  a  message 
of  comfort  in  the  songs:  “Sun  of  My  Soul,”  “There’s  a 
Beautiful  Land”  and  “Abide  With  Me.”  Facing  the  hardest 
task  of  his  life,  Rev.  E.  M.  Miller  paid  a  fine  tribute  to  our 
departed  leader,  basing  his  message  upon  the  text :  “Greater 
love  hath  no  man  than  this  that  a  man  lay  down  his  life  for 
his  friends.” 

Then  followed  a  heart-rending  scene.  As  they  looked 
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again  upon  the  face  of  their  departed  friend,  strong  men 
wept,  women  gave  loud  expression  to  their  grief,  and  chil¬ 
dren  sobbed. 

The  following  morning  natives  and  fellow  ministers 
padded  the  wagon  and  rough  box  so  that  the  jolts  of  the 
hard  stony  road  of  the  thirteen  miles  to  Heyburn  might  be 
greatly  lessened.  Said  one  of  our  workers:  “Rev.  DeWall 
is  going  on  rubber  tires — tires  of  love." 

In  the  evening,  at  Pineville,  a  service  was  held  which 
Dr.  Heim  describes  thus : 

“The  great  esteem  in  which  Rev.  DeWall  was  held  by  the 
people  of  Pineville  and  Bell  County  was  shown  by  the  beau¬ 
tiful  memorial  service  which  they  had  arranged.  Repre¬ 
sentatives  of  the  city,  the  Kiwanis  Club,  of  which  Mr.  De- 
Wall  was  the  honorary  member,  the  Masons  and  many 
county  officials  met  the  party  at  the  train  and  showed  every 
courtesy  and  kindness  possible.” 

Services  were  held  at  the  Christian  church  at  7 : 30  p.  m., 
Rev.  L.  W.  Buckley,  pastor  of  the  Christian  church,  presid¬ 
ing.  The  Scripture  was  read  by  Rev.  W.  D.  Welburn,  Jr., 
pastor  of  Methodist  Episcopal  church,  South;  a  quartette 
sang;  the  following  paid  tribute  to  the  life  and  memory  of 
the  deceased:  Rev.  W.  D.  Welburn,  Jr.,  representing  the 
Kiwanis  Club  and  the  city  of  Pineville;  Hon.  T.  Russ  Hill, 
of  Middlesboro,  Ky.,  representing  Bell  County,  Ky. ;  Dr. 
G.  E.  Epp,  representing  the  Evangelical  Church.  The  obit¬ 
uary  was  read  by  Dr.  H.  S.  Pleim.  There  were  many  beau¬ 
tiful  floral  tributes  banked  about  the  coffin  and  rostrum. 
Many  friends  crowded  into  the  church,  as  a  tribute  to  the 
man  whom  they  had  learned  to  love. 

In  Pineville,  in  consultation  with  Dr.  G.  Epp  and  Mrs. 
W.  W.  DeWall,  plans  were  changed  and  late  in  the  evening 
the  astonishing  news  came  over  the  wires  that  the  burial 
would  be  made  at  Red  Bird.  What  a  relief  to  all,  we  awaited 
his  return  the  next  day.  In  the  afternoon,  a  burial  site  had 
to  be  chosen  and  the  choice  fell  upon  a  most  beautiful  spot 
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on  the  hillside  overlooking  the  campus,  just  across  the  Cow- 
folk  Creek,  at  a  point  almost  equidistant  from  the  school- 
house  and  church,  where  the  grave  is  visible  from  either 
building.  Late  in  the  afternoon,  work  was  begun  on  the 
grave  and  continued  until  two  o’clock  in  the  night.  The  next 
day  a  road  about  one  hundred  yards  in  length  had  to  be  built, 
for  which  part  of  the  hillside  was  cut  down.  About  sixty 
men  and  boys  were  on  hand  vying  with  each  other  and  al¬ 
most  fighting  to  get  hold  of  pick,  shovel  or  axe,  to  help  build 
this  “Road  of  the  Loving  Heart.”  Two  wagon  loads  of 
floral  pieces  had  been  brought  in  from  Pineville. 

Once  more,  at  1 : 30  p.  m.  on  Wednesday,  the  procession 
wended  its  way  to  the  church,  and  for  the  second  time  the 
body  rested  in  the  church  which  he  had  built  and  loved  so 
dearly;  rested  in  the  spot  where  last  February  over  a  score 
of  penitents  kneeled  one  Sabbath  morning,  giving  inex¬ 
pressible  joy  to  “The  Shepherd  of  the  Red  Bird.”  Again  the 
girls  sang,  and  the  usual  order  of  service  followed  with 
omission  of  the  obituary. 

Rev.  Porterfield,  representing  the  local  church,  paid  a  fine 
tribute  in  speaking  of  Rev.  DeWall  as  our  shepherd,  “The 
Shepherd  of  the  Red  Bird,”  who  has  gone  on  ahead,  calling 
us  to  follow. 

Rev.  Welburn,  of  the  Methodist  church  of  Pineville, 
beautifully  delineated  the  life  of  Rev.  DeWall  as  “the  man 
who  loved  everybody  and  everything;  the  man  who  could 
in  composure  and  quietness  be  the  master  of  every  situation, 
the  man  who  was  too  big  to  belong  to  one  little  locality  but 
who  was  the  friend  of  all.” 

The  last  message  was  given  by  Dr.  G.  E.  Epp,  Executive 
Secretary  of  the  Board  of  Missions  of  the  Evangelical 
Church.  He  said:  “The  Polar  Star  of  the  Red  Bird  is 
dimmed.  The  Beacon  of  the  Hills  has  gone  out  but  the 
Great  Pilot  is  still  with  us.” 

Graphically  he  pictured  the  fork  in  the  road  where  Ruth, 
refusing  to  leave  Naomi,  made  her  choice  and  gave  expres- 


ill  aSAWXOAa  0K1200J 

-WoD  adi  &20*ro£  ,«uqrar.')  ?rft  ^ni>lof  Irs/o  'A •  >iiir  orb  no 
-loo/b  i? iii  moil  imteibinp'*  Jeorr  Ik  y.  -<q  £  *>  ■>  tn  1  ri!n; 

•>r,J  I  j-sw  1  .7  «IK  *  (<’  -• 

*  on  ortT  . ui '  n  .11  ni  risob'o  owl  ftam  botrobnoa  bn*  ovm 
jlijuf  *xl  ■  j  ni  -i  ;v  bo  tbrti/ri  i»no  v  »;  -  5 

blind  qbd  ol  ,5Xi»  bv oris  .  >»q  j  Mori  *i»  o)  31:  hi  ‘«om 
)o  rtbfiol  nogsv/  vT  u4imH  $n  vo,  *>rii  ro  b«o>J  tiril 
..■ill  vs  tiShmnl  ni  jrf^uoid  no  barf  msiq  b  tott 

«jri :  - • ,  : f j-  {>;t.  rj?  :  ii  1  .  »iii'  ,  tiJ.  1  7.J  " 

os  bsvM  bn*  iiuri  bn rf  il  /birfvr  rioi>  .  o  Ml  ^IKn  (bod 
sio!>ri  jk  ■  1 ;  vtflo  ({»■'  lfcx>*  .  b  b-jl  'Ji  ,\  u  '>b 

-xsrii  ^livig  jr'inoi..  rilwfd so  s:'<  alir>linv]  lo 

oril  irifiyA  *'  bit*!  b  tf  1  it  *Q  Iroriqrf?,  sr  ^  ol  vot  sidiaou, 

riltw  bs/zotlol  *>iv ■■«  }o  i*blo  IEU8W  at!i  bar. 

^iguJkJo  sri)  lo  itoi&eimo 

g  bisq  ,rb"f  ?  •'  fb  *'  b.'  ,0;  *mJ  «oH  v’>£ 

t|mr.  pn  j  ?.r  -Vs( '  .v^i  lo  ^nirif'r  t  •  •  J 

rill  o  ,b*'j;;c  no  .  13  *cri  o  I’AT  \bviJ  b  Ml  to  1  a  q»d3 

.v/oUol  ol  eu 

to  do  ■  rb  }*  >orll  dt  to  .mndkW  '=>** 
Ml”  •  HgY/jCI  .v^I  to  Mil  t>rii  kWniht  <Wir!iJyfioJ 

bliicp  ori  '  nfirn  j  ;3<-  <  M  g  [’(■  ’•'  1  >vo*  0i  V* 

,noib;  ui«  i(i 5V9  \o  3(  k  i  '  ^  ’  u>v  JSf 

ifid  Yiifsdoj  sitti!  &no  <-i  /  m'xf  ••>  ;ji«  c  (  v  ^  ^ 

''.ilc  1o  bnsnl  iril  e<  ,r  oriw 

:  bi«f»  b  rtl  >0  :  *  jkW!  ’  ‘  --bb;  '  J  -d  > 

adt  1ml  liii#  sfiO'?  ?G ri  ,!UH  »rit  ,0  n<  )i. “'  ’ 

*\ru  rfJiw  liiit  ii  loli4!  i£3T*') 

.r  n»  ivtir  bn  on  sril  ni  >ho>  3ri)  sri  v  tiDiriqGiO 

-89i(  <0  9/K  briB  snoHta  ‘in  atofiOi  .iftK  i/1!  '  0  3 ■  '  1 


116 


LOOKING  BACKWARD 


sion  to  the  beautiful  words  of  the  text,  than  which  no  more 
fitting  words  could  have  been  chosen.  In  a  splendid  analogy, 
he  pictured  another  fork  in  the  road,  where  a  few  years  ago, 
stood  a  strong  man  and  his  companion,  who  in  answer  to 
the  call  of  the  church  and  of  the  Cumberlands  also  said : 
“Entreat  me  not  to  leave  thee,  and  in  return  from  following 
after  thee;  for  whither  thou  goest,  I  will  go;  and  where 
thou  lodgest,  I  will  lodge;  thy  people  shall  be  my  people,  and 
thy  God  my  God;  where  thou  diest,  will  I  die,  and  there 
will  I  be  buried:  Jehovah  do  so  to  me  and  more  also,  if 
ought  but  death  part  me  and  thee.”  Plow  fitting  after  a  life 
of  service,  to  be  buried  in  the  field  of  his  activity,  in  the 
midst  of  the  people  whom  he  had  chosen  and  for  whom  he 
gave  his  life. 

Once  more  the  people  of  the  community  looked  upon  the 
face  of  their  friend  and  then  the  body  was  taken  up  the  hill¬ 
side  and  placed  tenderly  in  its  last  resting  place. 

Shall  we  as  workers  though  stricken  with  grief,  and  bleed¬ 
ing  in  heart,  sit  down  and  nurture  our  grief?  Ah  no!  We 
have  determined  that  with  increased  vigor  wre  will  carry  on 
this  work;  for  it  is  God’s  and  though  he  has  called  our 
leader  up  higher,  the  work  must  go  on  until  not  only  the 
visions  of  our  beloved  superintendent  are  realized,  but  until 
the  will  of  our  Great  Leader  is  accomplished. 

Rev.  DeWall  is  gone.  No,  not  gone,  but  merely  gone 
ahead.  Rev.  DeWall  is  dead?  No,  not  dead,  for  he  lives  in 
the  hearts  of  the  mountain  people  for  whom  he  laid  down  his 
life,  he  lives  in  the  hearts  of  his  associates  in  the  work,  he 
lives  in  the  memory  of  the  church.  In  one  of  his  beautiful 
messages  given  to  us  about  two  years  ago,  he  quoted  from 
the  sainted  Bishop  Rudolph  Dubs  these  significant  words : 
“Death  does  not  bring  a  cessation  of  service,  but  the  com¬ 
mencement  of  a  greater  service.” 
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CHAPTER  XVI 


Red  Bird  Mission 

Twenty  Years  Old 

Taken  from  Red  Bird  Notes  for  July,  1941 

OUR  work  is  twenty  years  old.  The  celebration  of  this 
event  is  now  a  matter  of  history.  The  guests  have  gone 
and  all  of  us  are  busy  catching  up  with  back  work,  carrying 
on  our  normal  operations,  and  remembering  the  rich  expe¬ 
riences  of  the  past  week  ...  we  will  do  our  best  to  give 
you  a  picture  of  what  took  place  during  the  Anniversary 
Week. 

Who  Was  Here 

When  we  first  suggested  the  celebration,  we  received  en¬ 
thusiastic  replies  from  almost  all  of  our  former  staff  mem¬ 
bers.  However  at  the  last,  many  were  prevented  from  com¬ 
ing  by  various  circumstances.  A  number  were  even  on  the 
way  but  were  prevented  from  getting  to  Red  Bird  by  a  tide 
that  caught  us  at  the  height  of  the  celebration. 

It  had  been  our  plan  to  have  with  us  Bishop  M.  T.  Maze. 
He,  together  with  the  sainted  Rev.  B.  H.  Niebel,  was  the 
very  first  one  to  arrive  on  Red  Bird  and  plan  this  work. 
However,  Bishop  Maze  was  called  hence  to  another  re¬ 
union  just  a  short  time  ago.  We  are  wondering  whether 
these  two  men  may,  too,  have  shared  in  the  experiences  of 
the  week. 

We  did  have  a  fairly  good  representation  of  former 
workers,  however.  We  found  that  new  workers  had  arrived 
on  the  field  each  year  except  one  in  the  twenty  years  of  our 
history. 

After  Bishop  and  Mrs.  Maze  took  up  their  residence  in 
Lincoln  in  1935  they  were  loyal  in  attendance  and  liberal 
contributors  to  all  the  worthy  causes  of  Calvary  Evangelical 
church. 
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118  LOOKING  BACKWARD 

Although  Bishop  Maze  had  now  retired  he  was  by  no 
means  inactive  but  served  as  the  beloved  teacher  of  the 
Golden  Rule  Class.  He  exemplified  in  his  life  and  often  re¬ 
minded  us  to  be  mindful  of  the  motto  our  class  signified. 

One  of  his  outstanding  characteristics  was  his  gentle  lov¬ 
ing  kindness  and  thoughtfulness  of  his  fellow  men  in  times 
of  distress  or  need,  regardless  of  their  social  standing,  al¬ 
ways  seeking  to  point  out  the  way  of  salvation. 

In  commemoration  of  his  eighty-first  birthday  he  enter¬ 
tained  the  Golden  Rule  Class  with  a  delicious  dinner  and  the 
joy  and  fellowship  of  that  day  will  live  long  in  the  hearts 
and  memory  of  the  members.  Now  the  class  has  merged 
with  the  Fellowship  Class.  Many  have  been  called  to  their 
Heavenly  Home  and  our  beloved  teacher  Bishop  Maze  with 
them  is  sharing  the  joy  of  heaven  with  the  greatest  teacher 
of  all,  Jesus. 

Those  of  us  who  are  still  waiting  to  be  beckoned  “over 
there”  feel  that  the  high  tribute  we  can  pay  to  dear  Brother 
Maze  is  to  say :  We  are  so  happy  to  have  known  him  and 
that  we  could  say  he  was  “our  friend.” 

I  am  now  in  my  eighty-second  year  and  have  tried  to  show 
up  the  pioneer  life  in  the  west  as  we  found  it  then.  I  still 
love  that  life.  So  many  having  written  books  on  the  same 
subject,  I  have  given  great  emphasis  on  the  spiritual  side  as 
I  have  read  His  Word  and  am  trying  to  live  it.  I  cannot 
measure  Christianity  by  saying  to  all,  “Follow  me  as  I  fol¬ 
low  Christ”  ;  no,  we  are  free  born,  and  everybody  must  work 
out  his  or  her  own  salvation  and  know  it  for  themselves.  It 
is  only  as  we  touch  our  fellow  men  by  our  influence  that  we 
are  held  responsible. 

Mrs.  Katie;  Maze. 

The  End 
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